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CHAPTEH 


I 


in which we meet an ordinary, working knight, 
his reluctant hound, and his horse 


Sir henry rested his horse. Ponderer, by Indal 
Water, where it rounded in clear green pools 
among the boulders beneath Ha^'s Hill. He rested 
himself, also, on the moss along the river bank, 
grateful for the water-coolness and for the leaf 
shade of the woods. His dog, Manfred, lay beside 
him, and his spear, sword, and helm^ reclined at 
his side. 

Sir Henry was not a young man; and his hound, 
Manfred, was not young, either. The knight s armor 
was conventional, rather heavy, and slightly old- 
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feshioned; his sword, which had started out as a 
Brave two-hander, had, from much use and honing, 
lost half its heft; his horse was solid, and needed 
grooming. On his slueld was executed, in tempera, 
a sun semiriisant, gules; and the single device: Es- 
perans. The point of his spear needed sharpening. 

In short, one would have said that here was a 
solid, down-to-earth, workaday knight, engaged in 
making his living. 

But despite the length of his service as a knight- 
errant, Sir Henry had accumulated very little of 
the world’s treasure. In character, he was inclined 
to be cautiotis, ^nd given to a slight melancholy; 
his main fault lay in thinking that happiness lay al- 
ways somewhere else, instead of where he 
happened to be. 

Manfred* the hound, gazed patiently up at his 
master; then, putting his head down, lapped a lit- 
tle water from the stream. It was not very filling 
but it was something. A trout, hiding under a stone, 
watched the dog’s tongue as it broke through the 
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arch of water>and-air above him. It seemed like a 
great mystery, and filled the little fish with re- 
ligious fears. “After all,” he said to a friend who 
was passing by, “we know ve^ little of what lies 
beyond; and we should worship what, we do not 
know.” "Nonsense,” said his friend, “there is noth- 
ing beyond, except an absence of water. 

“Do you want to worship an absence?” 

The first fish did not reply. But it seemed J:o him 
that there was, at least, neither cruelty nor injus- 
tice in an absence; and that an actual Presence in 
the world above was just as mysterious as nothing 
at all. 

With a sigh Sir Henry reached up and took down 
the leather pouch which hung from his saddle. He 
knew only too well what he would find in*it: a lit- 
tle cheese, and some hard bread; few silver 
coins; and a woolen stomacher for the ache. He 
had little else in the way of possessions; a silver 
cup, an iron pot, a small knife or dagger; a cloak, a 
doublet, a blanket, and some woolen underwear. 

A* 
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It was enough for an ordinary working knight; 
it was all he needed, actually; but he did wish he 
had a little fat meat, or an egg; something besides 
cheese. 

Still, he >yas grateful for the shade, and for Indal 
Water; and he was satisfied to be a knight, to be 
free, and to have adventures. 

As a matter of fact, there was no help for it; he 
had been bom into knighthood, and could not pos- 
sibly have been anything else. A hero’s life was all 
there was for Sir Henry, witli its aches and pains, 
and with the small cheese, the hard biead, and a 
sup of Indal Water. 

“Of course,*' he remarked reflectively, to no one 
in particular, “if there were some conceivable end 
to it — ^like a decent castle of my own, and a rich 
wife, agreeably endowed; but I am sure there is 
nothing like that for me in the foreseeable future. 
One must have luck, for that sort of thing.” 

He leaned back and clasped his hands behind 
his head. The leaves cast a dapple of shadow on 
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his face; he felt cool aiid lazy, and he reflected on 
his life, which nevertheless seemed to him, on the 
whole, reasonably satisfactory, '“'^t would be more 
so,” he thought, “except for the fighting.” 

Not that he was a coward; when it was time to 
fight, he fought. But, unlike somcTof his colleagues, 
he didn’t enjoy it, and often suffered from nose- 
bleed and a headache afterwards. In addition, the 
sight of blood distressed him; most of all, hjs own. 

However, there was only one way to win esteem 
in the world in which he lived, and that was to 
fight for it. “The world’s heroes have always been 
men of force and might,” he conciluded. 

It was peaceful by Indal Water, and Sir Henry 
began to feel drowsy “But,” he thought, "in the 
long winter evenings, when the green spftng and 
the hot summer of life are past, one needs a com- 
panion with whom to relive, in memory, the good 
years.” And in his dreamy mind he saw himself 
before his own fire, in his own castl**, going over 
again, with his wife, the triumphant battles of the 
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past “There was Sir Pelham,” he imagined himself 
saying; “widi whom I battled for several hours, 
and had a headadie all next day. And there was 
Sir Agravaine; we foughf the Cloying Beast to- 
gether. And there was the Lady Malinda. . . 

Sir Henry sighted. “One has luck,r he remaiked, 
“or one has not.” 

At his feet, Manfred also drowsed. Birds sang in 
the forest, the river made small water sounds, the 
air smelled of eartli and moss. The tiny, inmunera- 
ble creatures of earth went about their important 
lives; ants rushed out from their cities and back 
again, bees flew Jike arrows into the blossoms, and 
mice looked out from under leaves, with wary, 
jewel-like eyes. A frog snapped his rubber tongue 
at a fly; •and in the pool by the stone, the trout said 
to his friend ’■ 

“There are creatures beyond us; for I have seen 
their shadows. Tliey move as we move, but not in 
water. Not being in water, they cannot breathe.” 
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“Do tiiey lay eggs?” asked his friend. The trout 
shook his head. “They are altogether spiritual,” he 
said. 

“Manfred,” said a voice. Th^ mastifiF opened one 
eye and looked around. It was a sopismo voice, 
and*not familiar. “What is it?” htf asked. 

The bird sat on the branch a little to one side, 
but not very high. It was quite an ordinary bird, 
a female crested flycatcher. “Manfred,” she said. 

“Yes?” he replied. She was too far away to eat, 
and he had never thought that conversations with 
birds were particularly rewarding. At the same 
time, they did have a way ol cogning up with in- 
teresting bits of information from time to time. 
“What is it now?” he askpd wearily. 

“There’s a dragon,” she said. “Be careful.” 

Manfred gave a yawn. “There are always drag- 
ons,” he remarked. “Is this the lonesome kind? or 
is he attached to something?” 

"A maiden,” said the bird. 
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Manfred sighed. “I'm not surprised,” he said. 
“It's time we met something of the sort. 1 suppose 
Sir Henry will be j^leased.” 

“Just the same,” said the bird, “I'd tell him to be 
careful.” 

“What's the good of that?” said MeRffed. ‘*He 
won't listen to me. I have no influence.” 

“Well,” said the bird doubtfully — a big dog like 
you?” 

The hound replied, not without a certain mel* 
ancholy dignity: 

“Dogs do what men tell them to do. Men never 
do what dogs telj them to do. This is one of the 
First Laws. . . . With cats, it's altogether different. 
Cats never do what people tell them to. No cat ever 
does what he's told. On the contrary — ^to get along 
with cats, p^ple have to behave the way their cats 
want them to. That's why people think that cats are 
smart — ^instead of realizing that they are, on the 
contrary, stubborn, stupid, selfish, egotistical, 
greedy, lazy, and unbearable. Besides, they have 


[ 10 ] 



A Working Knight, His Hound and Horse 


no language; and havS obstinately refused to learn 
English. Be glad you’re a bird.” 

“Not while there are^ cats abound,” said the fly- 
catcher. “Be glad you’re a dqg.” 

“Oh well,” said Manfred; “I can’t help it, in any 
case. But don»t think it’s fun to bb a knight’s hound. 
Do you know what I’ve had to eat, in the last forty- 
eight hours?” 

The bird shook her head. “There are a Iqf of de- 
lightful flies about,” she declared; “and then, there’s 
poppy seed. . . .” She gave a small, delicious sigh. 
“But perhaps you don’t care for either?” she added 
anxiously. 

“I have had,” declared Manfred heavily, “two 
bites of cheese.” 

“I can see,” said the bird sympathetically, 
“where two bites of cheese might no>go very far. 
. . . However, cheer up. There’s a dragon ahead, 
with a maiden. You may end up as part of a meal, 
of course — a dragon’s meal; and then your troubles 
will be over. A dragon’s digt-siive juices are very 


[ 11 ] 



SIH HENRY 


Strong. But if — and . . . mind you, I say if — ^your 
inaster were to overcome the beast — ^why then 
youll have a misttess — and you’re bound to fare 
better.” 

“I am?” asked Manfred. 

"Certainly. Do*you think a maiden or a damsel 
would be satisfied with a little cheese, and some 
branch water? No, my friend; you’ll see some 
changes made. Once a woman is in the picture 
. . . look for something fancy.” 

Manfred licked his lips; he could feel the saliva 
rising in his mouth. "You mean — steaks?” he 
croaked. "And st^ws? And short ribs?” 

The bird looked down at him in surprise. 

“Who said anything about short ribs?" she asked. 

And she added comfortably: 

"Salads, my friend; salads. With whipped cream, 
and candied cherries. And poppy seeds.” 
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zt 


in which we ate surprised by a dragon 


The flycatcher was quite right, there was a dragon. 
He— or she (there is always that question with 
dragons) — had its den, or lair, about a mile down- 
stream, in a darksome thicket of trees, very leafy 
and shadowy, and near a deep pool, good for fish- 
ing, and swimming. But it was, to all practical pur- 
poses, a private pool; for no one — and ^fothing— 
cared to go swimming with i dragon.. 

It was waiting in front of its cave, sniffing the 
air, and smoking slightly at the nostrils. Roughly 
thirty-point-eight in length, of which four sevenths 
were tail, scaly, homed, with > ed eyes and a forked 
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tongue, with strong hooked claws, but without 
wings, this mythical but present monster (one of 
the reptile family)^ waited for its dinner, which ap- 
proached on horseback through the forest glades, 
humming a tune as it came. 

The maiden also waited and dreamed. *She 
dreamed of the knight who was to rescue her; and 
amused herself meanwhile by stringing together a 
necklace of old bits of armor, which she had found 
from time to time in the woods near the cave. Sir 
Henry was not the first knight who had come rid- 
ing by; and looking at him. she hoped he would 
not be the last, l^it she was resigned to whatever 
happened. Her life with the dragon was not dis- 
agreeable; she had a small room of her own, with 
a bed, and a shelf for her collection; she had a silk 
scarf, and combs for her hair; but although she was 
not uncomfortable, she felt that she was not ful- 
filling her destiny. 

It is only fair to say that Sir Henry was taken by 
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surprise. Biding quietly through the forest, in the 
late afternoon light, savoring the sweet smpll of 

•I 

leaf-mold under foot, the wan^ fragrance of the 
day’s good sun upon the leaves, a dragon was fur- 
thest from his thoughts. And Manfred’s warning 
had* gone — as .Manfred had Icnown it would — ^un- 
heeded; the dog's short, sharp barks merely mys- 
tified his master, who suggested that he make less 
noise. 

“Ah,” said the dragon, “hm.” It was a sort of 
rumble; but it stopped Sir Henry short. Ponderer 
also stopped, as did Manfred. Sir Henry and Man- 
fred sat, and the horse stood; an^ all three looked 
at the dragon, which gazed back at them with an 
enigmatic expression 

The maiden, or damsel, also peered out«at them, 
from an opening in her rooM, which .served as a 
casement. Her name was Alisane, and she was of 
French extraction, though distantly. She had al- 
ways expected to be rescued and married — or at 
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least engaged — ^to a very parfit gentle knight; Sir 
Henry struck her as a compromise. Her glance fell 

t 

upon Manfred, and she withdrew with a shudder; 
"What a starvelingl” she thought; “his master does 
not feed him. I doubt if he would keep me 
in knightly style, ^ough he has a kind face, ofir at 
least not an unkind one, and patient, but slightly 
mournful.” 

Manfred also had taken a good look at Alisane 
during the moment she had shown herself at the 
casement; and he felt depressed. “She does not 
look like a very hearty eater,” he thought. And gaz- 
ing mournfully at^his master, he gave a low whine. 
“Must we go on with this?” he tried to say. But 
Sir Henry misread Kim completely. 

“What?” he cried; “are you afraid of dragons? 

“Come, sij! Up and at himl” 

And he gave an encouraging shout. At the same 
time, he tried to remember what the best authori- 
ties had to say about dragon-fighting. It was some 
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time since be bad actually fought a dragon, and it 
bad been considerably smaller than this one. And 
when he had fought the Cloying Beast, Sir Agra- 
vaine had been with him. 

% 

‘Taint heart ne’er won fair lady,” he observed. 

The dragon gave a snort. *‘Have you seen her?” 
he asked — ^if it was a he. 

Sir Henry was startled. Actually, he had not 
even known that a damsel was involved, and was 

»v 

merely making a remark, thinking that it was ex- 
pected of him, and to keep his courage up. “I don’t 
believe it matters,” he said stiffly, and he added, 
a little doubtfully: 

"This sort of thing is expected of me.” 

"Well,” said the dragon, “why? After all, even if 
it ?omes off well for you — ^which is unlikely — ^it 
won’t be pleasant. The vei} least yoy^ can expect 
is a nosebleed; and you know how that is So why 
not simply forget the whole thing, and go quietly 
about your busmess, somewhere else?” 
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"Because you are theref” said Sir Hairy, "like 
b mountain, or some other natural fact; and being 
there, have to be climbed.” 

"I am not a mountain,” said the dragon; "and I 
would not advise you to try to chmb me.” 

And he added*in lirisk tones: 

"Might I have the names of your next of kin?" 

Sir penry grew pale, but replied in as firm a 
voice as possible: “I am Henry of Brentwood, 
knight. My father was Sir Tiffany of The Glen, and 
my mother was an enchantress.” 

“Nonsense,” said the dragon. “Your mother was 
a kitchen wench for King Uther Pendragon. I 
know aU about her.” 

“She enchanted my father,” said Sn Henry sim- 
ply, "and the enchantment was strong enough to 
bring me iqfo the world.” 

So saying, he kicked his horse, meaning to ad- 
vance on the dragon at a smart trot. Instead, the 
horse backed away a little. 

“Forward,” said Sir Henry. 
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And he brought the £at of his sword down on 
Ponderer s rump. The startled animal gave a jump/ 
and the sword flew out of Sir Henry's hand, and 
landed on the ground. 

“Damn,” said Sir Henry. But Manfred closed his 
eyes*with a grgan. "Well,” he* thought; “here is an 
end to it.” 

Ponderer noA^ started to trot toward the dragon, 
while Sir Henry pulled at the reins, without effect. 
However, the dragon had been taking deep breaths, 
and was now swollen to twice its size, and emitting 
dense clouds of smoke and flame; and this so 
brightened the horse that he stopped of his own ac- 
cord, and backed rapidly away. This in turn sur- 
prised and disappointed the dragon. “Come, 
come,” it protested; “I can’t hold this pose forever.” 
But the rapid forward and backw^d motion 
proved even more disconcerting to Sir Henry, who 
feU, in fact, into a kind of swoon, or syncope, and 
thus was carried forward once more toward the 
dragon, who opened his mouth to receive him. 
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This open mouth, ringed around with shining 
teeth, caused Ponderer to stop short again; which, 
in turn, caused Sur Heniy' s spear to topple forward 
from its carrying perch; the spear, falling with its 
point out beyond the horse’s nose, dealt the ani- 
mal a sharp rap gn ifs neck as it fell, which made 
•him give a convulsive jump forward; and the 
dj^-hgon, not expecting anything, received the point 
of /the spear down its throat, exactly like the pic- 
tu^res of St. George. The air then immediately fled 
out of the beast with a loud report, the frightened 
horse jumped backwards, leaving the spear in the 
dragon s throat, and Sir Henry tumbled forward 
over the crupper, and landed on top of the dragon, 
which, bending upon him its dying glance, ob- 
served iij tones of reproach: "You have killed me.” 

"In fair combat,” murmured Sir Henry weakly. 

^^What was fair about it?” demanded the dragon 
indignantly. 

Sir Henry rose unsteadily to his feet, and went 
in search of his sword. It was true that luck had 
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played a part in the affair, but he did not feel like 
discussing it He turned back to where Ponderer 
stood quiedy waiting; and Lady Alisane 
stepped out of the cave, dressed in her best ker- 
chief, and carrying a basket on her arm. 

"I'thought you might want your tea,” she said, 
“now that the fight is over.” 
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. . . and by the dragpns ward 


Fob tea, there were scones and marmalade, crum- 
pets, honey, and small patties of some kind of meat. 
Sir Henry, with the dead dragon lying there in 
front of him, was a little doubtful of the meat, and 
managed to pass the patties on to Manfred with- 
out Alisane noticing. But the scones were good, 
warm and buttery; and Sir Henry felt quite peace- 
ful. rested and comfortable. 

Then, (po, Alisane did not appear to be dis- 
turbed by the outcome of the battle, but seemed to 
have accepted her fate, or destiny, with cheerful 
indifference. And as she buttered a crumpet, be- 
fore passing it to Sir Henry, she remarked: 
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"rm glad that things turned out as they did; for 
I should dislike to be married to too much of a 
hero.” 

“Married?” said Sir Henry, looking a little 

« 

startled. 

“WSiy yes,” sgid Alisane. And she added, with 
a smile: 

“You are a lucky man.” 

Sir Henry stopped chewing, and stared af her 
in astonishment. “Me?” he said. 

“The minute I saw you fall off your horse,” said 
Alisane. “I thought to myself: that man is lucky. 
And that’s so much better than njere strength of 
arms. To have luck, I mean. . . . 

“I thought of something else, too,” she went on. 
“I thought you ought to stay home more. 

“Because you don’t have a very good seat,” she 
concluded, “and some day you might fall off 
again.” 

“I’m quite used to it,” said Sir Henry. “But 
thank you, just die same.” 
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*‘1 don’t think I should like to see my husband,** 
*said Alisane, “carried home on a stretcher very 
often.” 

“I have never considered myself particularly 
lucky,” said Sir Henry. 

Alisane hesitated tor a moment. ,Then she said, 
all in a rush of breath: “I too must tell you some- 
thing. I have no dowry.” 

“Well, there you are,” said Sir Henry. And he 
added heavily: “I should have thought the dragon 
would have left you something.” 

“I thought you’d be pleased,” said Alisane 
shyly. “This wajj, you’ll be able to give me every- 
thing.” 

“Me?” said Sir Henry. “I?” 

“I don’t need very much, really,” said Alisane. 
“I haven’t jnany wants. I need a new kirtle, and a 
linen smock. And a cloak for the winter; and 
I should like some soft shoes, and stockings of silk. 
And some nice underthings. And a flagon of fra- 
grance; and some red for my cheeks. And my own 
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little cup of silver, witii Alisane written on it, in 
letters. 

"That’s all,” she said. “It’s very little, really." 

Sir Henry put a drop of honey on a scone, and 
then scraped it off again with his dagger. “To tell 
youihe truth,” he said, “I am scarcely in a position 
to support a wife.’’ 

“Oh,” said Alisane. She looked at him for a mo- 
ment; and then she looked away; and he could 
see that her chin trembled. “In that case,” s£e said, 
“my poverty stands me in bad stead. 

“But give me leave,” she went on piteously, “to 
think myself in some kind of relation to you, if only 
a sister, or a cousin- german. For a name is all a 
woman has in this world, for better or worse; and 
while it is true that I lived with the dragon, it was 
as his ward, which in itself g.ive me a certain posi- 
tion; but now that he is slain I am truly alone, and 
most vulnerable.” 

And she did, indeed, at that moment look very 
small and defenseless in the world; and Sir Henry’s 
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heart hurt him. “What manner of man am 1?” he 
' thought. “This is unknightly of me. 

“My dear,” he^ said unhappily, “I have no prac- 
tice in the art of marriage. I should make you a 

« 

poor husband; and would be a sorry figure at a 
wedding, in my old clothes.” 

“It needn’t be a real wedding,” said Ahsane ea- 
gerly, “in a cathedral . . . with the bells all ring- 
ing, and the choirboys singing. Actually, you have 
to have a cathedral for that, and you ought to have 
the parents of the biide; and T don’t know where 
there’s a cathedral, and I’m not at all sure where 
my parents arc. But wherever they are, they’d be 
a lot happier, thinkmg me married. Or at least en- 
gaged.” 

“Yes,,of course,” said Sir Henry; “so they would. 

“There’s no doubt about it.” 

“So you see,” said Alisane. 

Sir Henry sat very still for a moment, look- 
ing down at his hands “Well,” he thought, “there 
it is: One goes about one’s business, one does one’s 
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■duty, one does what is .expected — and suddenly 
you’re somebody’s husband. 

"I suppose we could go throu^ some simple 
sort of ceremony,” he said at last, “though it 
would scarcely be binding in the*hereafter.” “I will 
take njy chances^ with the hereafter ” said Alisane, 
"just so long as I need not be ashamed of my title 
to the present.” “Well then,” said Sir Henry with a 
sigh, “if you wish to consider yourself engaged, 
why so you may; and after a while we will say that 
we are married.” 

He felt rather surprised. He had been alone all 
his life, and now he was not going to be alone any 
more. It was a strange thing; he was not quite sure 
how he felt about it. 

The dusk came down; the dark trees, grew 
darker still, the shadowy air g' ■*w cold. A late bird 
sang; and the last bees went blundering home. The 
clear green lamp of evening was lit above them in 
the sky. 

“Come,” he said. “It is time t'> "o in.” 
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IV 


in which plans are made, heroism discussed, and 
a rabbit is outraged 


Ausane would have been content to settle down 
in the cave, which she insisted was perfectly com- 
fortable; it was dry and roomy, and cool in sum- 
mer and warm m winter. “I like my own bed,” she 
declared, "and my little shelf; and after all, one 
does have memories of one’s childhood home.” 
"No,” said Sir Henry, “for there are better places 
elsewhere; and I mean to find one for my wife.” 
"Shall we be married soon?” asked Alisane. “Let 
us find a house first,” said Sir Henry. 

So the next morning they set off from the cave; 
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Alisane seated behind ^ir Henry, and with ho: 
arms clasped around his middle, and Manfred trot- ^ 
ting on ahead, and exploring U^e many interest- 
ing trees and bushes which bordered the forest 
path. At noon, being alongside of Indal Water, 
where it became Betcombe Mere, they stopped for 
lunch, which Alisane had thoughtfully pro- 
vided from the dragon’s larder. This time Sir 
Henry was sufiBciently rested, and hungry enough 
to try the meat patties, which he found excellent, 
though he thought he would not ask Alisane what 
they were composed of. Manfred, having treed a 
squirrel, set up a great din, and had to be called 
in and silenced; after which they set out again, 
across the forest floor. 

It was indeed, being early summer, a tpime for 
lovers; birds sang, the woods smelled sweet, and 
the open glades, bright with sun, were gay with 
butterflies. Leaves cast their dapple of shadow 
across the travelers, and Indal Water, on its way to 
being Malvern Stream, murmured below them, 

B 
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now green and silver at their feet, now lost to sight 
among the trees. 

“My love,” sai^ Alisanc, “1 shall be sore tonight 
from sitting so long upon a horse.” 

“I have been thinking of that,” .said Sir Henry, 
“and although J do hot see what cap be donenbout 
it now, I do have in mind a little chaise, on two 
wheels, which we might engage to have built for 
us, and wliich I could attach in some manner to 
my charger’s rear, and in which you could sit and 
take your ease.” 

“No woman ever had a better husband,” said 
Alisane grateful!}’. “Let us hurry and find a wagon- 
maker or a whcelwiight.” 

And she added: "I .should h'ke the interior to be 
lined ujith cherty'-colored silk, with tassels of gold; 
and with^a pla^e for my brushes, and my long- 
handled mirror.” 

“I was not thinking about a lining for it,” said 
Sir Henry. 

That night he built her a shelter of hem- 
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lock boughs, over a b«d of balsam, and they fell 
asleep in the cool still night, under Sir Hen-* 
ry’s cloak. She lay with her cheek against his hand, 
and her lips slightly parted. Sir Homy, touched by 
her appearance, which was that of an innocent and 
trusting child^ exclaimed in moying tones: 

“I shall try to make her happy, and to be every- 
thing that she desires.” 

Alisane, who was not asleep, smiled comforta- 
bly to herself. 

Her sleep was sweet, and unbroken; as she 
turned from time to time, she managed to wrap Sir 
Henry's cloak aroimd her, leaving him uncovered, 
in his undciwear. 

In the morning they continued their journey, 
and had gentle discourse, and spoke amiably to- 
gether, while Manfred addretsed his fdend Pon- 
derer as follows: 

“One goes upon many journeys in this life; and 
in the end, they are all part of the same pilgrimage. 
It is the pilgrimage of every living thing, of knights 
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andT ladies, horses and dogs, ants, bees, and bee- 
tles, as they pass from morning through noon to 
night, from life (o death. But no one knows the 
character of die inn at which he will finally arrive, 
or die nature of his rest there; or whether there 
will be refreshment of any kind. This would nat- 
urally tend to make one want to slow up a litde, 
if it were possible; but it is not. And what unex- 
pected accidents there are along the way!” “I 
shall look ridiculous pulling a chaise,” said Pon- 
derer. 

"One roust not think too much about appear- 
ances,” said Manfred. “That is what caused the 
trouble between Tristram and Yseult.” “I do not 
follow you,” said Ponderer. “They were taken in 
what appeared to be flagrante delicto,” said Man- 
fred, “and it was only afterwards that it was dis- 
covered that they were suffering from the effects of 
drink.” “I believe they both died of it,” said Pon- 
derer. “That is the story as it is usually told,” re- 
plied the hoimd, “but the trudi is, th^ became a 
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sort of public trust, and*were married, and weflt to 
live in Kareol.” “Ah,” said Ponderer; “I hadn’t* 
heard. Now there’s a happy endjpgl And did they 
love each other forever and ever?” “Only when 
drinking,” said Manfred; “that is the sad part of it. 

“So you can ;ee, a chaise is hot sp bad; there are 
worse things.” “You are not a horse,” said Pon- 
derer. 

“My love,” remarked Sir Henry to the Lady Ali- 
sane, “this landscape through which we are 'pass- 
ing is not more gentle than your own nature, such 
as I have observed it to be in these few hours that 
I have known you.” “Thank you,” replied Alisane; 
“but I am not really gentle, and can be like a shrew 
at times.” 

“It is the nature of a woman to be gen^e,” said 
Sir Henry; “whereas, in a kn’ght, it would be a 
fault. For he must first win his spurs; and later, his 
livelihood, and he is not likely to succeed at either, 
by gentle means.” “That is where a woman can do 
wonders to help,” said Alisane. “Do you think so?” 
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asl^ Sir Henry. “I am sure of it,” said*Alisane. 

There were no further adventures that day; no 
one slopped thei|i, and no one spoke to them. At 
evening, coming to a small chapel among the trees, 
they alighted, and went in to make their orisons; 
after which the^Lady Alisane, looking aroimd her, 
remarked: “Why not rest here for the night, in 
good shelter from the damps, and out of reach of 
evil spirits or sorcerers?” To which Sir Hcniy re- 
plied that for the two of them to sleep together in 
a churcli would be an impious and profane act. “I 
would agiee with you,” said Alisane, “if we were 
married; but we are not. \nd )'0u would be right, 
perhaps, if we were not niarrjcd; . . . but aflei all, 
altliough we arc not, we do intend to be, and are 
in a ino>t fragrant stale ol grace, which is to be 
affianced but not wed, and without quarrels or 
disagi cements.” 

Sir Henry sighed. “A chapel is a mournful place, 
particularly at night,” he said; “it is full of remind- 
ers of man s destiny.” “It is a reminder of heaven,” 
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said Alisane, “and I ant surprised that you should 
have forgotten it.” “I did not exactly forget it,” said 
Sir Henry. 

“It was in a chapel like this,” he said, “that 1 
watched over my armor on the occasion of my 
initiation into knighthood. I was young, and filled 
with ambition; my dreams stood about me like an- 
gels with folded wings. Galahad, Lancelot ... I 
meant to outdo them all, in honor and courage; 

•v 

with my swoid and spear, I intended to carve a 
career for myself that would echo through his- 
tory. 1 have felt a little melancholy about chapels 
ever since, for I have collected httjp more than rust 
on my journey.” “Thank you,” said Alisane coldly. 
“Thank you very much.” "I was not speaking of 
you,” said Sir Henry; and he added hopefully: 

“I had in mind a certain haystack for Jhe night, 
such as we passed awhile back.” 

“No, thank you,” said Alisane; “I should be 
swollen-eyed in the morning, from sneezing all 
night. However,” she added, "you have reminded 
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me that we did pass a smalffann of some sort, with 
a garden; and if you will go back and pick me a 
few lettuces, 1 will make you a salad for your sup- 
per." "WeD," began Sir Henry doubtfijBy. . . . 
*We also— now that I think of it,” continued Ali- 
sane, “passed a.cherry tree, hung with ripe fruit; 
bring me a few red cherries, for there is nothing 
better to dress a salad than cherries or grapes." 
“Well, there you are," said Manfred to himself. 
“Absent thee from felicity awhile.” 

Sir Henry went back to the garden, and pulled 
up half a score of lettuces, and, with a few cher- 
ries, returned tojthe chapel, where Alisane had al- 
ready made a sauce or dressing for her salad, of 
vinegar and oil, bay, mustard, tansy, and wild car- 
rot. The*lettuces being then washed, and the sauce 
and cherries set on top, they commenced their sup- 
per seated on the steps of the chapel, while the 
du^ came down. When they were finished. Sir 
Henry took Alisane gently by the hand, and re- 
marked: 
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"Let me look at you, Jiecause 1 forget sometimes, 
during the day, how pretty you look.” 

Alisane blushed with surprise ^nd pleasure, and 
immediately took her hand away, to smooth her 
hair. "It is because you do no*t see me,” she said, 
“sitting as I do behind you a9 day on the horse.” 
"Would you rather sit before me?” asked Sir Henry. 
“I would like a little chaise,” said Alisane, "wi4h a 
lining of cherry silk.” 

A little while later, she murmured: 

“Do not be impatient, I am stiU very young.” 

“I love your being young,” said Sir Henry. 

“Yet you,” mused Alisane, “are somewhat griz* 
zled witli age.” 

“That is why I wear your youth like a favor,” 
said Sir Henry simply. 

"I see,” said Alisane. “That was rather sweet.” 

And she added in a conversational voice: 

“When do you think we will be married?” 

“Presently,” said Sir Henry. 

A rabbit and his wife, on their way home to dieir 
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burrow, stopped a moment and sniffed the air. 
“Someone has been having a salad here,” said the 
rabbit. “What a'*feast.” 

Tlie doe’s nose twitched, for she smelled the 
salad dressing. “Things arc not simple any more,” 
she declared. “We have lost our siijaplicity in this 
countr)'.” 
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V 


in which Sir Henry and the LadyAlisane stop for tea 
with a sorcerer 


Sir henry and Alisane traveled for several days 
m good company with each other; and came finally 
to the Wastes of Ende, where the sorcerer Alyot 
had his castle. As our travelers left the shade of the 
forest, and emerged into meadow land, a sweet 
humming or singing filled the air oroimd tli^m, as 
if it were plucked from the strings of harps, the 
wings of bees, and the throats of birds; while a 
choir of boy sopranos, or so it seemed, intoned a 
Jubilate in the Lydian mode. Yet neither birds nor 
bees Vere to be seen, either among the grasses or 
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tibe trees; nor were the boy sopranos visible, or 
their concert place apparent. 

As they approached the castle, which appeared 
to be a small one, but surrounded by flowers of the 
loveliest hues, a train of ladies and gentlemen rode 
out to greet .them, which, upon, coming nearer, 
were seen to be richly dressed, and of a courteous 
bearing, all of them smiling welcome, and waving 
garlands. Sir Heniy, turning to his lady to eiqpress 
his opinion of this, found her staring open- 
mouthed before her, and giving expression to 

I 

little cries of delight; at which, turning back in 
surprise, he fpund the company of ladies and 
gentlemen vanished, and in their place a panoply 
of birds in bright plumage, and a sport of lambs 
at play. 

Moving through these flocks and herds, which 
seemed to flow about them, only to vanish and re- 
appear again at a distance, Sir Henry and the Lady 
Alisane approached the castle, which they now saw 
to be made entirely of glass, but so cunningly mn- 
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trived that while one w&U afforded a view of the 
interior, the other threw back to the traveler his 
own startled face, complete with landscape; in this 
way, the castle itself appeared to be of different 
sizes, and, as it were, of uncertain actuality, now 
there*and now pot. 

The drawbridge being lowered, our two trav- 
elers, along with Manfred, traversed the moat tit 
a smart trot, and dismounted in a small courtyard, 
where diey were immediately waited upon by a 
proper groom and a young page, and were invited 
upstairs into the presence of Alyot himself. 

They found the sorcerer in his tower room, 
which contained a library of some size, consisting 
of parchments, papyri, tablets, and churchly his- 
tories in oaken covers, as well as v,ertain chronicles 
in Hebrew, Langue d’oc, Sanskrit, and Greek. 
Upon Alyot’s welcoming the travelers by name, at 
which Alisane could not conceal her surprise, the 
sorcerer declared that he was familiar with Sir 
Henry’s travels, and had been for some time. 
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“I know everything,” hte said quietly. “I know 
the names of all knights, and their ladies, and 
their condition ^d degree; also all dragons, ogres, 
kings, and commonalty, I am analytic in temper, 
and of catholic miiid, which of itself creates a suffi- 
cient dichotonjy; niy two selves, uniting and? sep- 
arating, furnish and nourish the tides of my spirit, 
fiom which rise bubbles of fancy such as you find 
in soda water, and also a very adequate magic, 
slightly dry.” “I did so like the birds and the sing- 
ing,” said Alisane. 

“Thank you,” said Alyot; “I think that first im- 
piessions are so^ important. What has been seen, 
for the first time, in loveliness or splendor, will al- 
ways have something splendid or lovely about it. 
You, d^ar Lady Alisane, will always appear to me 
the way | saw you first, trotting across the draw- 
bridge, the very picture of happiness, seated upon 
the rear end of a horse.” “Sir Henry is going to get 
me a little chaise,” said Alisane. “I would be only 
too happy to provide it myself,” said Alyot with a 
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bow, “but I'm afraid m the end you would find 
it was made out of a pumpkin.” “Still,” said Ali- 
sane doubtfully, “if it had the* appearance of a 
chaise . . “Why so it would,” replied Alyot, 
■“but the mice would be at it.’^ He continued: 

“All of us, ii? this world, lead lives half way be- 
tween what is and what is not — with dream and 
fact balanced upon either end of a pole like a tee- 
terer on a stretched wire. Some lean to wishfulness, 
and some to the othei side, and the truth, perhaps, 
is between; but hidden. For theie is nothing but 
appearance, to our eyes; and so, illusion; and 
therefore, fraud.” 

“It is a sad thought to think,” said Alisane, “for 
it makes one feel uncertain.” 

“Uncertainty too,” said Alyot, gazing at her with 
light green eyes, “is illusion; and illusion is still 
magic. In particular, that illusion between a man 
and a woman, which we call love; and which is 
actually a taking, or spell, with malaise and fever, 
and other symptoms of the heart. 
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“If one has a heart,” he added. 

Alyot turned toward a side-table, and taking up 
a small crystal gdblet, filled it with liquid from a 
silver flask, and offered it to Alisane. “Allow me,” 

he said; “this littl^ wine from our own grapes, 

* 

which have been called foxy by some, but ‘they 
were envious when they said so.” 

When Alisane hesitated to accept the goblet, 
Alyot smiled. “Are you afraid of me?” he asked. 
"Why,” said Alisane, “what an idea." 

*1 do not mind if you are afraid of me,” said 
Alyot. “It means that you will not forget me right 
away.” 

“Oh,” said Alisane; “do you think not?” And she 
diook her curls archly. 

“I thifik not,” said Alyot, smiling. 

Alisane* took the goblet, and drained it; but her 
hand trembled a little. “What made you think I 
was afraid of you?” she said boldly, looking Alyot 
full in the face. But after a moment she bit bar 
lip and looked away. “1 am not frightened,” said 
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Alisane, Hbut my heart belongs to Sir Henry. 

*‘And that is strange too, I ^link,” she added, 
“because we are not married yet*.” 

“You are very young,” said Alyot, “and I am en- 
vious of Sir Henry. I can reiy^mber when I, too, 
was*young; arid little girls were sdl beautiful and 
good. And also secret, strange, troubling, and de- 

•V 

sirable. I used to imagine that some day I would 
die, quietly and sweetly, with my head in a little 
girl’s lap. I was myself so small at the time, it is a 
miracle I survived.” “It is indeed,” agreed Sir 
Henry, “for if you are not clever with a sword or a 
battle axe, your chances are not "very good.” “We 
are to be married presently,” said Alisane. 

“And yet,” said Alyot, “I did survive; I created 
an illusion of strength, and in this I sat* not un- 
like a sapsucker in its bubble-bath, sdbure from 
everyone except my imitators. For I foimd that I 
had set a fashion; and that mariy young sorcerers 
had fdlowed my example. Without my knowl- 
edge, and lacking 'my wit, dieir bubbles turned 
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out to be dull afiEairs, and nfever shone like mine.” 

'Then is this castle an illusion?" asked Sir 
Henry in surprise.vi 

Tt is indeed,” replied Alyot, “and rises, from 
the Wastes of End(% and from the nightingales, 
into the most catholic mysteries where there^are 
no songs of nightingales at all. Theie all is peace 
. . . exc<*pt for certain theological problems. And 
perhaps — " he sighed — “a certain emptiness . . . 
of heart. . . ." 

“I do not like to think that your heart is empty,” 
said Alisane. 

“Perhaps it nc^d not be,” said Alyot. 

The sorcerer drew AUsauc .iway into a small tire- 
room, off to one side. “Pardon me,” he said to Sir 
Henry; "I have sometliing to say to your lady.” 

“Well . „ said Sir Henry. 

Alyot closed tlie door behind himself and Ali- 
sane, and Sir Henry set himself to wait. “I cannot 
imagine what he can have to say to Alisane,” he 
thought, “because she is not particularly clever or 
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even very well educated." But presently he found 
that he was clasping and unclaspjng his hands, and 
that he had a heavy feeling in his stomach. As the 
moments passed, and neither Alisane nor Alyol le- 
appeared. Sir Henry began ip perspire; he felt 
quith miserable, and told himself that he had been 
poisoned. “Make m\ bed soon,” he (‘vclaimed, 

•s. 

‘Tor Vm sick to inv Lent, and I fain would lie 
down." 

Tlic hound, Manfred, Ivmg at his feet, was half 
asleep, when a lionsehold mouse approached him, 
and courteously inquiied il he was enjosing him- 
self. “Well,” leplied Manfred ssilUa yawn, “I hive 
had belter times Mdiat is vour name, if I 
may ask?” 

“W'^ondei meier,” s i id the mouse 

“In tliat ease, Wonderineiei,” said Manfred, “I 
wonder if voii could lead me to the kitchen, wheie, 
with luck, I might find a bone or ^\ o, or ev en some 
scraps; for I have not )et had anything to eat.” 

The mouse smiled sadly. “I could lead you to 
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the kitchen he said, “but you would not find any- 
' thing there. Our food, like everything else, is an 
illusion; and the' master is now working on a 
scheme to make our appetites equally illusory.’* 
"Your master,” sai(^, Manfred idly, “is working at 
something entifely different.” But .iWondermeier 
shook lus head. “That is what you think,” he said. 

And taking Manfred by the paw, he led him 
over to a crack in the door, and bade him look. 

“It is the master spell,” said Wondermeier, “by 
which he enchants even himself ... for a little 
while. And then it always turns out the same way 
— ^badly; because he has never been able to fool 
himself long enough.” 

“Do you mean that love is an illusion?” cried 
Manfred, “even to Alyot?” 

“Even t;o Alyot,” replied Wondermeier. 

Manfred gazed through the crack in the door, 
and saw Alyot plain; the sorcerer sat alone, his 
head bowed upon his chest, and his cheeks wet 
with lonely tears. 
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VI 


in which Sir Henry adds sontewhat embarrassingbf 
to his entourage 


Snt HENRY and Lady Alisane left the sorcerer’s 
castle, crossing the same flowery moat and blossom- 
ing meadows as before, and (jfter that finding 
themselves in open country, given mostly to pas- 
ture. For a long time they we'^e quiet-, Sir Henry 
was taken with the expression on Alisane’s face, 
which was one of hurt smprise. 

“It was a pretty castle,” he said at last, “but I 
had a feeling that it was not very solid.” 

Alisane did not reply. Her eyes seemed to be 
focused on some amknown shore, mysterious and 
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distant. After a while she roused herself; and a 
'light sigh escaped ^her. 

"Do you not lliiink so, my love?” asked Sir 
Heniy, 

Alisane looked at\him in a puzzled way. “Think 
what?” she aske,d. 

“Why,” said Sir Henry, “it’s all very well to 
make people think tliey .see flowers where they 
don’t, but a glass house is not very strong against 
assault.” 

“Don’t be too sure,” said Alisane. A moment 
later, she added: 

“How does on^ arm oneself against beauty?” 

When Sir Henry did not reply, having no an- 
swer to that, she added, almost to herself: 

“So to be taken by surprise!” 

“It was, an illusion,” .said Sir Henry heavily. “It 
was a spell.” 

“It was an illusion,” she agreed. “And yet my 
heart was plucked by magic, and to my sorrow.” 

“To mine also,” said Sir Henry. “I wonder that 


[ 50 ] 



Sir Henry Ad^ to HU En^rage 

SO much was made of it ” said Alisane brightly, 
"for in the morning light, it seems a trifle.” “Why, 
so it was, my dear,” said Sir Henry, “but 1 think 
that we will put off our marriage for a little.” 

At this Alisane began to »weep silently. Sir 
Hen^ said nothing to comfort horj. and she pres- 
ently dried her eyes, and remarked quiet 
tones: 

t 

“Perhaps you would like to be rid of me alto- 
gether.” 

“Certainly not.” said Sir Henry. “It would be an 
unknightly thing to do.” 

“Is that the only reason?” asked Alisane pite- 
ously. 

“No,” said Sir Henry. 

“I’m glad of that,” she said; and waited for Sir 
Henry to say something moie. But Sir Henry said 
nothing, and they contmued on their way in si- 
lence. 

In the late afternoon, as they came out of the 
woods into a greenf meadow, they saw a strange 
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knight approaching from the opposite direction, 
also with a lady upon his pillion, who called upon 
Sir Henry to stand and declare himself. "Why 
then,” said Sir Henry, reining in his charger, “I 
am Henry of Brentwood; and this is my Lady, Ali- 
sane. We have lately come from die castle of Alyot, 
the sorcerer; and mean to continue, if you will be 
so land as to step aside to let us pass.” "Not in a 
thousand years,” said the strange knight, “for I 
have made a vow to let no one pass me.” “A stupid 
vow,” declared Sir Henry, "for in that case you 
must find yourself at cross purposes with everyone 
you meet.” “So I must,” replied the knight. “And 
do you enjoy it?” asked Sir Henry. “It is a living,” 
said the knight. 

Sir Henry helped Alisane to alight. "I am sorry, 
my dear,” he said with a sigh, “but there is no help 
for it. This fellow means to have at me, for which 
reason I must have at him; and so forth.” “What 
happens if you lose?” asked Alisane anxiously. 
"Why then he will have you as prize,” replied Sir 
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Henry, "along ^th my armor, and Ponderer.” "And 
if you win?” asked Alisane; “what theni^ “Then,” 
said Sir Henry, “1 shall have whatever is his.” “And 
will you have his lady also?” asked Alisane. “Why 
yes,” said Sir Henry, “I suppose so.” “That could 
be v6ry awkward,” said the Lady Alisane. “I can- 
not very well help it,” said Sir Henry. 

Sir Henry laid his spear in rest; but before’^he 
began his charge, he addressed a few words to his 
horse, Ponderer. “Please do not stop,” he said, 
“before you get there; close your eyes if you must, 
but go briskly forward to whatever glory awaits 
us.” “That’s all very well,” remarked Ponderer to 
Manfred, “but I do not think anything awaits us 
except a nasty jolt.” “It is much worse for me,” 
replied Manfred, “who have to watch it.”’ 

Sir Henry shook the reins of his charge'^ and the 
strange knight and he approached each other at a 
smart canter. Sir Heiuy’s spear 4 -entered upon his 
foe’s shield, the strangers aimed at Sir Henry’s 
visor, which was generally conceded to be the bet- 
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ter objective, and showed'’ a superior technique. 
However, at that moment Alisane choosing to hurl 
the word Philan(!terer after him. Sir Henry turned 
his head to admonish her, and both spears missing 
their objective, the*two knights were carried past 
each other without ‘iiurt, and disappeared intt. the 
woods at opposite ends of the meadow. 

A few minutes later they reappeared again, and 
took up their positions facing each other. But now 
the strange knight was on llic side nearest Ali- 
sane, and Sir Henry found himself close to the 
stranger’s lady. “What is your name, my dear?” he 
asked. 

The damsel dropped him a curtsy. “Meghan,” 
she said, with a friendly smile. 

She was. Sir Henry was glad to see, an attractive 
young lady. “Well then, Meghan," he said, “if I 
wm you, you will have to go with me.” “Where 
to?” she asked. When Sir Henry replied that he 
didn't know, she looked surprised. “A man must 
know where he is going,” she said, “but if you 
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are upon a quest, I will go with you right will- 
ingly.” “Well,” said Sir Henry uncertainly, “1 sup- 
pose I do have my mind set upon something ” “Is 
it the Grail?” asked Meghan eagerlv. “Well, no,” 
said Sir Henry; “not exactly I had not thought to 
reach !iO far.” 

The damsels face fell ‘Theic is nothing hke 
the Clad, ’ she said, ‘to inme a man to Jicroic 
deeds ” But m a moment she buglitened up again, 
“Stdl in all," ‘he diclaied ‘theie aie other good 
quests, foi the spuil's sake ’ “Well," said Sir 
lliuiy ‘ I do not have anv name loi m\ quest, but 
we aie going to Fintagel, if th.at suit vou.” ‘1 do 
not mind vvheic we go ’ said Meghan, ‘as long as 
it IS lor honoi and Known.” 

Sir H< nrv and the strangn now’ set hwls to 
their cliaigers again, and meeting this tana in full 
career, unhorsed each other, and fell flit upon 
their backs on the eaitli The fall k'osed Sn Hen- 
ry’s helmet, which, on his sciainbhug to his feet, 
fell ofiF, leaving him nnlielnitd, and at a disadvan- 
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tage. Seeing this, the stranger stepped bad;, and 
asked him if he would yield; to which Sir Henry, 
shaken by his fiill, and not hearing what he said, 
merely shook his head, to clear the fog away. 

“As you pleaset” said the stranger, and aimed 
a sharp blow witH his sword at Sir Henry’s head. 
Being bareheaded. Sir Henry could easily see it 
coming, and was able to duck out of the way; and, 
in turn, gave the stranger a resounding dout with 
his sword, which rang so many gongs inside the 
stranger’s helmet that he was all but deafened. His 
return blow caught Sir Henry's shield, and the two 
knights continued then to exchange buffets with 
swords which had long ago been pounded to the 
point of dullness upon other people’s armor. 

Presently, by mutual agreement, they stopped 
to rest, jjind sat down together under a tree in the 
shade, while their ladies waited upon them, Ali- 
sane on Sir Henry, and Meghan on the stranger. 
Alisane brought forth the remains of the salad, 
and some cheese; and Meghan contributed some 
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slices of bread and a stoup of wine; and die four of 
fhem rested, and feasted together in good com- 
pany. “It is too bad that we cani^it join forces," 
said the stranger, “and go on together; it would be 
pleasant for the ladies to have sdmeone to talk to, 
and you and 1 could practice fhats pf arms, and 
keep each other company in the evenings.” “I 
could not agree with you more,” said Sir Henry, 
“and suggest that you turn back, and ride with us 
in the direction in which we are going.” “I have 
just come from there,” said the stranger, “but do 
you turn back, and go my way with me.” “That is 
impossible,” said Sir Henry, “becayse 1 am going 
in the opposite direction.' “Well, then,” said the 
strange knight, “there is no help for it, we must 
fight it out.” “It seems almost too bad,” said Sir 
Henry. 

“Excuse me a moment,” said Alisane to the oth- 
ers; and leaning over, whispered something in 
Sir H«iry’ s ear. Sir Henry looked startled. 

“It would be unfair,” he said. 
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“And it you have your head hacked off,” she 
asked, “what then?” 

“Well . . .’^said Sir Henry uncomfortably. 

“A woman should help all she can,” said Ali- 
sane. 

“1 wonder if I* might ask a favor of you;” said 
the strange knight. “1 noticed that you fought 
without your helmet; and it seemed to give you 
rather an advantage in mobility, and so forth; 
would you mind if I did the same?” “Not at all,” 
said Sir Henry; “.suit yourself.” 

Tlie two knights prepared to resume their bat- 
tle; when Alisane, suddenly running over to the 
Lady Meghan, dealt her a buffet across the cars 
which brought her down flat upon her back. At 
Meghan’s cry of dolor, the .strange knight stopped 
in surprise, and looked around in time to see his 
lady rise and deal Ahsanc a buffet in turn, which 
brought her to her knees. “Well done,” cried the 
knight. “A shrewd blow.” 
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A. moment later, seeing the Lady Meghan again 
stretched out upon the turf, he exclaimed: 

“Oh, I say.” 

At this moment, while the knight’s attention was 
on his lady’s battle, Sii Henry tfiok his sword and 
dealt liim a great clout on the*head, which split 
it open. 

The strange knight fell upon the grass. Meghan 
went to him, and dutifullv took his Itroken head 
upon her lap, at which, looking up at Sir Henry, 
he declared feebly: 

“That was most unfair of you. Now 1 leave you, 
as is the custom, my belongings:, my hoise, my 
feather bed, or quill, my aimor, ann my lady. The 
armor has served me well, if I h d only worn it, 
I should not be in my present ca.se. My lady’* name 
is Meghan. . . 

‘T know,” said Sir Henry. 

The dying man rested for a mcment, gathering 
his strength. “She is not at all what you might ex- 
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pect,” he said at last. “Her father was Preceptor 

Dorchester, and she is widely traveled. At six- 
teen she went to habit with a clerk who was then 
at work on The Little Conunentary, and left him 
because he failed to move up to The Greater Com- 
:r.entary. She is ambitious; and had great hopes 
for me.” 

And he added with a feeble sigh: 

“She will make a hero of you, if she can.” 

Alisane, whose ears were still ringing from die 
blows, exclaimed; 

“I have other plans for my husband.” 

“Then I am sorry for you,” whispered the stran- 
ger; and soon was dead. 

Sir Henry, feeling somewhat moved by all thij, 
blew his nose; but a moment later, uttered an ex- 
damati^n of dismay. 

“I have the nosebleed,” he declared. 
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Vll 


wherein we are introduced to several different points 
of view 


"What is yotir name?” asked Ponderer politely, 
as the two horses moved side by side across the 

meadowy turf. Sii Henry and Alisane rode seated 

* 

on Ponderer as before; while Lady Meghan rode 
her own, except that now she rode in the saddle, 
while her late champion’s armor and personal be- 
longings were piled on the pillion. She was quiet, 
and seemed to be in fair spirits. 

“Simpkins," said the horse. 

“I hope that you will be happy with ns,” said 
Ponderer. 
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Simpkins looked at him in surprise. "Happy?" 
he asked. “What is happy about being a horse? 

i 

One works; and eats — ^perhaps; and sleeps when 
and where one can. One trots about in the broiling 
sun, or stands foi' hours in the freezing rain; and 
uHce a month or so one finds oneself in the mid- 
dle of a sanguinary battle, charging about, here 
and there, left and right. The work is arduous, 
and the rewards are few.” "Still,” said Ponderer, 
"you do not have to stay awake nights trying to 
save humanity.” “If you ask me,” said Simpkins, 
“humanity does not want to be saved at all. 

“That is to. say,” he added, “that everybody 
would like to be saved by himself, with his dam- 
sel and his feather bed and maybe a cousin or two, 
but naone cares about saving humanity in general, 
by whi^h I mean all the rest of the people.” 

To this Manfred, who was trotting along beside 
them, replied: 

“One is either a hero, or an ant. Among heroes 
I list the birds of prey, the. falcons, eagles, and 
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bustards, the larger fish of the sea such as the 
shark, octopus, and sea serpent, ^the dragon, the 
gryphon, and man; for each thinks first and only 
of himself, and would destroy those like himself 
for a meal or an advantage. WKereas an ant thinks 
first hnd only of his fellow antsf ’ “There have been 
no love poems written by ants,” said Simpkins. 

“It is quite a problem,” said Manfred, “to 
choose between mankind and the hymenoptera. 
The ant's life is laid oat for him; his duties are 
clear, and he is not given enough liberty to get 
him into trouble. All his needs are taken care of; 
he is fed and housed at the expense of the com- 
munity. Unlike man, he does not enjoy a tendency 
to commit suicide. He is strong ..nd lively, and his 
armor is built to measure.” “An ant is a rou^h-and- 
tumble fighter,” said Ponderer, “but lacks ^nesse.” 

“He does not drag himself through h»s old age,” 
said Manfred, “rheumy and full of pain. Has one 
ever seen an ant with the gout? Wlien he can no 
longer work, he is bitten in two, and used in the 
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kitchen. Nothing is wasted; everything is dedi- 
cated.” 

“It appears to me,” said Simpkins to Ponderer, 
“that our friend here would rather be an ant than 
a hero.” "What?” dried Manfred; “and give up my 
right to the life oP a dog? To thrf fresh smdils of 
morning, the warm fragrances of noon, the hunt, 
the chase, the aroma of cooking, the sweetness of 
bones, the delight of the moonlight, the terror of 
death, and the behinds of my friends? Never! Not 
in a thousand years.” “There it is,” said Simpkins; 
“each to his own.” 

Meanwhile, above them the following conversa- 
tion was taking place: 

“I am sorry that I was obliged to box your ears,” 
said Alisane to Meghan, “but if I had not made a 
divcrsicR', Sir Henry might have been slain. How- 
ever, now that it is over, I hope that you will be 
comfortable with us; and you must be sure to tell 
me if you want something or if there is anything 
lacking.” “Why so I will, and thank you,” said 
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Meghan. 'Though 1 do not suppose you have a 
lute.” “No,” said Alisaue, “I an^ not musical.” 
‘That is too bad,” said Meghan; T am very mu- 
sical, but sing only with accompaniment.” “What 
a pity,” said Alisane. 

“Ybu understand,” she said gently,^ short whue 
later, “that Sir Henry will expect to use your late 
companion’s feather bed, or puff.” “He is welcome 
to it,” said Meghan, “for it’s warm in the middle, 
and cold at the ends, as I’ve discovered.” 

“It is the same thing with the seasons of the 
year,” said Sir Heiuy, “for they start in January 
and end in December, with the* summer in be- 
tween.” “As for me,” said Meghan, “I like the 
springtime best.” 

Later, as they rested for the night imdera great 
tree, Meghan remarked: 

“I was not married to the knight you killed, nor, 
for that matter, much taken with him. And as long 
as you go in search of honor and glory, I am well 
satisfied to go with you; though for that matter 
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I have little other choice now except to enter a 
convent” To which Alisane replied shortly: “Our 
quest is for a small castle, with a moat; and for a 
fortune, and the enjoyment of it.” 

"That is not >er)’ heroic,” said Meghan. “I 
■wv.'jld not wish te be the wife of a fief -holder.” 

“King Arthur was a fief-holder,” said Alisane. 
“And no one asked you to be anybody’s wife.” 

“He was not as great a hero,” said Meghan 
stoutly, “as Sir Perceval, that sought the Grail.” 

“Still and all,” said Sir Henry, sticking his head 
out from under the feather bed, “it is the man 
who must niak^ a living, and the headaches and 
broken bones are his.” 

“I was onl)' thinking of what was best for you,” 
said Meghan humbly. “Oh?” said Alisane quietly; 
“and is^ there anything better for a man than a 
home?” “Why, }'es,” said Meghan; “a high heart 
is better.” 

“Well,” said Sir Henry peevishly, “you are keep* 
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ing me awake; and I do not know which is better, 
anyway." 

So saying, he put his head back under the puS 
again, and was soon asleep. 

In the morning, they resunfed their journey, 
over Ihe blossoming earth, Meghan merrily^oci- 
ing all they passed, whether of high or low de- 
gree, for she was a friendly girl, and wished ev(3y- 
one well. The air was fresh and clear, and the sky 
as blue as water, upon which sailed an armada of 
snowy clouds. “There is a tale,” said Meghan, 
“that there are endless waters to the west, cul- 
minating in the great maw of Leviathan himself, 
in front of which rages a whirlpool beyond any 
imagining and so the end of all While others be- 
lieve that there are countries there, filial with 
monsters and cockatrices, which, to subdue, it m 
only necessary to cross the western ocean.” “There 
are enough cockatrices at home,” said Alisane. 

Sir Henry felt quite happy. The breeze blew 
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sweetly through Meghan’s pretty curls and Ali- 
sane’s kerdiief, ^the sun sparkled upon Sir Henry’s 
armor, and the birds sang. One of them addressed 
himself to Manfred. 

"Do not believe*that the earth is flat,” he said, 
is as iptmd is an egg. You have only to fly 
in one direction long enough, to find yourself back 
where you started from.” 

“There is no progress there,” said Manfred. “It 
is of no benefit to anyone.” 

Sir Henry turned to Meghan. “Tell me again,” 
he said, “of those far-off lands across the sea; and 
tell me where 1, may find the high heart to take 
me tlirough the world with only a sword and a 
feather bed.” “WTiy, you need only look within 
your ribs for it,” said Meghan, “and below the 
c "'Harbor e ” “I fear there is an empty space,” said 
Alisane, “and all illusion.” 
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in which our travelers reach the citu of Chichester 


Now for a few days a fop; set in, and Sir Henry 
discovering a dry cave, they set up housekeeping 
in it, at which Alisane felt quite at home, but 
Meghan h^und herself more uneomfortable. Still, 
they weie dry, and war. *; lor Sir Henry had made 
a good fire near the cav(' entrance, which caused at 
least some of the smoke to go ov.lside; and«Ahsane 
took out her bone needle and her thread, to me g^ 
Sir Henry’s underw^ear “I do not understand why 
you have so many holes,” she said, “unless it is 
moths; or do you wear your underwear into bat- 
tle?” “I do not always have time to take it off,* 
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Sir Henry admitted; "and besides, I have had it 
now these sevepl years.” “It should be washed 
more often,” said Alisane; “I must purchase some 
lyc at the nearest town, to make a leach.” “I’m 
afraid it will shrink,” said Sir Henry. 

*V.^ile Alisane mended, Meghan practiced on 
the bow and arrow against Sir Heniy’s feather bed. 
“Be careful not to tear holes in it,” said Sir Henry, 
“for I consider it an unusual and valuable piece.” 
“Why not try your bow and arrow against a rab- 
bit,” said Alisane, “and see if you can feed us for 
a day or two?” 

Sir Henry broomed the cave, with a broom of 
dry sticks; and brought in the firewood; but there 
were no rabbits to be found, and after two days of 
living on bread and cheese, our travelers were hun- 
gu'j'. liowever, the fog fortunately lifting on the 
third day, they were able to proceed on their jour- 
ney; and Meghan managing to knock over a squir- 
rel, Alisane prepared it in a stew, not very palat- 
able, but nourishing. 
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At the end of the fourth day, they came to die 
city of Chichester, at which Alisane was en- 
chanted out of all speech, never having seen a city 
before of such size and magnificence, with its 
houses all of wood, its inn, its* market place, and 
people in the streets. “SurelV,” st“ .exclsimed, 
“this is the greatest city in the world!” But 

■V 

Meghan replied that .she had been in greater cit- 
ies, where there had been as many as a thousand 
persons at one time. “The world is getting 
^crowded,” said Sir Henry; “before long there will 
not be enough food for the population.” “There is 
not enough now,” said Manfred to himself. 

The travelers put up at the inn, first arranging 
for the stabling of the two chargers; after which 
they supped very well upon a shoulder of* mutton 
and a pasty of venison, several cups of sa»."k"'JiJ9C!l/, 
and a jelly roll. The meal finished, the ladies ar- 
ranged themselves upon a co^n Portable bed of 
straw under their own blankets. Sir Henry settled 
himself contentedly’on the rushes of the floor with 
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his feadier bed on top of him, and Manfred went 
o£F into a comeii with the mutton bone. 

In the morning, after a hearty breakfast of sau- 
sage, pudding, cheese, and ale. Sir Henry went off 
to attend to his affairs, while the ladies, dressed 
in tlrc> besjjrerchidfs, went radiantly out to enjoy 
the sights of the city. “I have never heard so much 
noise in my life,” said Alisane; “it would be 
enough to drive me out of my wits.” “It is a fine 
place to visit.” said Meghan, “but I would not 
want to live here ” “I think I could grow used to 
it in lime,” said Alisane; “for there are so many 
interesting things to do. 

“Even the air is different, in the city.” 

And it did, as a matter of fact, smell of many 
exciting and interesting things; of cook-stoves and 
of open drains, of fresh-cut wood and 
spun flax, of boiled cabbages, and fresh bread, the 
warm breath of cattle, the sourness of wine, the 
dustiness of houses, and the sweetness of women. 

Sir Henry went first to the smithy, to have his 
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$word sharpened, and found that he had to wait a 
short while in line before he couM be attended to. 
When it came time for his repairs, he found that 
the price had been raised. "When were you last 
serviced?” asked the smith; and when Sir Henry 
replied that it liad been a matter o^ 'cars or 
so, he shrugged his shoulders. “Well,” he said, 
“there you are; the price of labor has gone up, 
spare bits and parts are hard to get, and we have 
to add the King’s tax, and the Sheriff’s tax.” “I 
have a whole extra suit of armor I would like to 
sell,” said Sir Henry; "if spare parts are in good 
demand and low supply, I shonld*get a good price 
for it.” "1 buy whatever I need from the factor,” 
replied the smith. “I will go to see him,” said Sir 
Henry. 

He found the factor in his warehouse, -ariTuiiiig 
bales of woolen cloth, bolts of silk, heaps of skins 
both furred and baie, and an ar^irtment of rusty 
tools, implements, wooden plows, and iron mat- 
tocks. “Sir,” said Sir* Henry, “I have a good suit of 
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armor — But the factor stopped him before he 
could go any furfher. “I have more used armor,* 
he said, “than I know what to do with.” 

Sir Henry stared at him in disbelief. “It was the 
smith himself who told me that armor was in short 
supply;” he^said. 

The factor shrugged his shoulders. “There is 
always enough of everything,” he said, “for tho.se 
who can afford it. In fact, I can sell you a very fine 
morion this very moment, with only a small crack 
in it, which is scarcely even noticeable from the 
front” “I do not have a morion,” said Sir Henry 
wistfully. “That will be two schillings,” said the 
factor. 

“I had also in mind to order a small chaise,” 
said Sir Henry, “for one of my companions.” “You 
.V ■'*u\ to see the carriage-maker about that,” 
said the factor. “Chaises are not in my line.” 

So Sir Henry went to see the carriage-maker, 
who listened to him with a careful air. “I can build 
you a chaise such as you describe,” he said, “with 
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two wheels; but have you considered the greater 
comfort you would enjoy from fc^ur?” “It's not for 
me,” said Sir Henry, “but for a lady.” “Ladies al- 
ways prefer four wheels,” said the carriage-maker, 
“for they make a better sho^^g, and are more 
solid on the road ” 

And, in an easy tone, he added: 

“It will be a little more expensive, but on the 
other hand, you will have a really first-class vehi- 
cle.” 

“How much more expensive would it be?” asked 
Sir Henry. 

"About double,” said tire carriHge-maker. “And 
a little extra for the lining.” 

That evening, when Sir Hen.-y returned to the 
inn, the ladies each presented him witfi a gift. 
Alisane had bought him a stone hot-watei -udTue, 
to place at his feet on cold nights, “bee ause,” she 
observed, “there is nothing to Ji.iw a man home 
like a warm bed, and no one is at his best with 
cold feet, however Ihclined.” “I thank you for your 
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thoughtfulness, iaid Sir Henry. “It is nothing," 
said Alisane; “I Am obliged to be thoughtful under 
the circumstances.” 

Meghan brought her gift to him as he sat by the 
fire, and kneeling prettily in front of him, 
strapped. iiJtr) his right heel. It was a single spur 
of fine design, and fashioned of silver; one spur 
being all, .she explained, that she could afford. 
“You are very kind.” said Sir Heiir)', “it will re- 
mind me of my quest.” “That is what I thought,” 
said Meghan. “Wliat quesJ is that?” a.sked Alisane 
sharply. “I do not know yet,” said Sir Henry. “But 
I think it is to the west.” 

“It is the spirit that matters,” said Meghan, “not 
the name.” “Then I do not see why you give him a 
spur,” said Alisane, “for he will only hit his horse 
his own backside, and not Ins spirit at 

aU.” 

“That is a ver)- horrid remark,” said Meghan, 
“and I would not have made it.” “Well,” said 
Alisane, “maybe not; but 1 did.” “Then you have 
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reason to be sorry,” said Meghan. am not sorry 
at all,” said Alisane. 

Sir Henry then brought out gifts for each of 
them, which he had purchased in town. For 
Alisane he had a silver porringer, which gave her 
great satisfaction because it hud her name written 
on it in Gothic letters. “With this,” she exclaimed, 
“I shall be able to start my housekeeping. It is our 
first piece of furniture, and I shall always treasure 
it.” “It is a solid piece of silver,” said Sir Henry, 
“and quite valuable.” 

For Meghan, he had an Irish lute, of delicate 
design, which made her first cry out in surprise 
and then weep a little. “I cannot think of any- 
thing I would lather have,” si e said, “and I will 
never be able to thank )ou enough.” “Th^Il let us 
have a little music,’ said Sir Henry; “str’f*.«»^ „ 
melody, and accompany yourself on the lute; it 
should be veiy agreeable,” “T'u trouble is,” said 
Meghan, “1 do not know how to play it. 

“Yet,” she added>. 
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• . . and rest there in good comfort 


In the next several days Sir Henry made a num- 
ber of visits to the carriage shop, accompanied by 
his ladies. Meghan was soon bored, but Alisane 
liked nothing better than to sit quietly among the 
wood shasbigs and watch her coach take shape. 
She did not hesitate to make suggestions as the 
work pBogressed. “I don’t believe the front and 
cqgr segts should face each other,” she said, “since 
that tends to do away with privacy to any degree.” 
“I am not interested in privacy,” said the carriage- 
maker; “all I’m trying for is balance.” “There is 
no balance in this situation,” said Alisane simply. 
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“On the contrary,” said Sir HeAry, “it seems to 
me that I am very nicely balanced indeed.” “With 
dream and fact,” said Ahsane, “at either end of a 
pole.” “You took that from Alyot,” said Sir Henry 
accusingly. “I did,” said Alisane, “and I was sorry 
for him, for there was no omj in the world more 
alone than he.” 

But the almost daily visit to the carriage shop 
was not the only activity in whicli our travelers 
engaged; for Meghan had found a teacher upon 
the lute, and was taking lessons upon that instru- 
ment; and Sir Henry was studying the higher 
school of the broadsword and dagger at the Fenc- 
ing Academy, under the tutelage of an aged knight 
who had fought m France. “The French have 
many clever tricks ” Sir Henry told Mdghan, to 
whom he was explaining the riposte in tie-c'-.-'^J 
from the second position; “and as one grows older, 
and the joints are not as suppl * 's they were, and 
the arms and legs grow a little rubbery . . .” “I 
wish you wouldn’t talk like that,” said Meghan; 
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“for you make* me feel sorry for you, and tben 
when I am noti’ooking, you whack me.” 

But she nevertheless urged Sir Henry to try out 
several new steps, thrusts, and feints on her, and 
helped him covuteously to his feet each time he 
fell down. “It is thi- heavy sword," he explained, 
“which throws me off balance.” 

"I know,” said Meghan, “and it would be better 
for you if you hit me with it; then you wouldn’t 
fall down.” “No,” said Sir Henry, “but you 
would.” "I am glad you are so thoughtful of me,” 
said Meghan; “you must like me a httle.” 

“Must you ai.d Meghan spend so much time 
thumping each other?” asked Ahsane. “It can 
scarcely be pleasant for her.” “She does me a lot of 
good," said Sir Henry, “for she encourages me to 
b o Tnnr o knightly.” “That is very sweet of her,” 
said Alisane darkly, “I am sure.” 

Alisane had made friends with the cook at the 
inn, with whom she spent long afternoons prac- 
ticing her cooking, and learning new recipes. One 
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in particular took her fancy, a rec^ for a swivet 
stew, or stew of swivets. “It sounds divine,” she 
explained to Meghan and Sir Henry. “It se^s you 
take two swivets left over from lunch . . “What 
on earth is a swivet?” asked Sir Henry. “I don’t 
know yet,” said Alisane. “I ^ink it is a kind of 
rabbit.” 

Meghan also spent some time in the ofiBces of 
the Grey Brothers, or Tiaveling Frurs, going over 
maps, routes, and travel itineraries. “We would 
be delighted to arrange a little *^our for you,” said 
the Brother in cliaige, ‘ m any direction you like; 
for instance, there is a very lovely trip indeed, with 
stop-overs at Pevensey, Hastings, Dover, Calais, 
Arques, He of France, Liinogi >, Toulouse, Nice, 
Rome, By/antium, \cie, and the Holy Citv itself, 
if you can get in.” “Thank you,” said 
“I believe we are only going as fai as Tintagel, 
but I love to think about such things ” 

She and Alisane attended a lecture by a poet, 
with readings and. an ac<'orapaniinent upon the 
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flute; also a con(tert upon the recorder by a famous 
musician from li Nottingham. The recorder en- 
chanted them; “It has such a sweetly-sour sound,” 
said Alisane; but they were disappointed in the 
poet, who had a ragged and unwashed appearance, 
and whose verses vfere entirely incomprehensible 
to them. “I am very fond of art,” said Alisane, 
“and I like a bit of poetry now and then; but I 
prefer to know what it is all about.” “1 found 
that by closing my eyes,” said Meghan, “and not 
thinking about anything, 1 did receive certain sug- 
gestions and images from the sound of the words.” 
“What did you^see, then, in your mind?” asked 
Alisane; “hills and valleys, and dancing shep- 
herdesses?” ‘1 saw three triangles,” said Meghan, 
“and ar> egg.” 

, TTenry and the ladies also went to a mime, 
held in the municipal gardens, in which they 
watched a knight slay a dragon made of paper, 
which vomited smoke. “Whoever wrote this 
piece,” said Sir Henry gloomily, ‘Tcnows nothing 
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whatever about dragons, for this fellow is going 
at it with his sword and, being fso close to the 
monster, would be burnt to a cinder by his fiery 
breath, or at least well scorched.” “I believe you 
learned your own technique little late,” said 
Meghan to tea<!b him; “did yi^i not?” “Sir Henry's 
dragon,” said Absane loyally, “was almost fifty feet 
long, and poisonous to boot ” “You did not telt me 
that,” said Sir Henry growing pale “I did not 
want to worry you,” said Absane. 

In such interesting ways our three travelers 
spent the week, while work progressed on Ali- 
sanes coach. However, life in tjic city was not 
altogether pleasant, foi it was noisy at noon, and 
dangerous at night, the streets were diistv at times, 
and muddy at olbeis, dirtying the ladiesi gowns, 
no matter how daintdy ihe^ stepped over the ^gar- 
bage and the dung. In hot weather, the smell was 
strong, and the townspeople v'cre rude in every 
kind of weather. 

And besides, Alisane was nursing a disappoint- 
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ment For Sir £^nry had said nothing more about 
marriage; there ^ivas a small cathedral in Chiches> 
ter, but she could not get him into it. It seemed to 
her that each time they found themselves in that 
vicinity, Meghan dj-scovered something to admire 
elsewhere. “There js an exhibition of juggling,” 
she would say, “on the Cotumon; let’s walk over to 
watch It. ” Or: “Look; there is a knight on his way 
to the wars in the north; let us go talk to him.” “I 
think you find much entertainment in the world,” 
said Sir Henry. “Whv so T do,” she replied, “but 
even so, I would rather ride with you than any- 
thing I know of/’ “That is something to make a 
man feel marvelou.sl^ proud,” .said .Sir Henry. 

Alisanc was able to bring the cathedral to Sir 
Henry’s .attention only once. “It is not large” she 
sai d, “b ut sufficiently eh'gant, and with a hand- 
some window in thice colors. And the altar is lit 
with many tapers.” “Why, splendid.” said Sir 
Henry heartily. “That must make an agreeable il- 
lumination to God.” “There is also a chapel,” said 
Ah'sane, “for small occasions, such as weddings of 
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IK) social importance.” “Good,” i^d Sir Henry; 
“that must be a great comfort to anyone wishing 
to be married.” “Yes,” said Alisane, “it /nust, 
mustn’t it?” 

And coming upon Manfred ‘shortly afterwards 
in a passageway’, she gave hir^a smart kjtlv in the 
ribs. But she had no sooner done so than she sank 

•s 

to her knees beside him, and gathered liiin in her 
arms. “Forgive me,” she said, and wept into his 
fur. 

Manfred didn’t mind, for he was enjoving life 
in Chichester, not being handicapped iii any way 
by shyness or diffidence, he had*alie.tdv met a 
fiieud, with whom he had had several illuminat- 
ing conversations. “To live in . great oily,” said 
the iriend, whose n mie was Hoover, “lia*^ many 
advantages. One has as much company a. one 
wants; and one is sale, oi coniparatividv so, from 
the beasts of the forest and of d . night.” “There 
is something to be said for tliat,” agreed Manficd, 
“for a cockatrice in ‘moonlight is a horrid sight.” 
“My goodness,” said Hoover, “have you seen one?” 
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“Often," said ^anfred. “What are they like?" 
asked Hoover. ‘^\h,” said Manfred; “what indeed? 
I do ,Tiot think I could describe it. Each time, to 
see a cockatrice, is to die a little.” “Well,” said 
Hoover, philosophically, “I would rather die a 
little than all at onrc.” 

“Do you believe in the hereafter?” asked Man- 
fred. “Yes and no,” replied Hoover. “1 think that 
we are stewards of our lives, and will be punished 
or rewarded for what we have done with them. 
But what that property actually is over which we 
exercise our stewardship, I do not pretend to 
know.” “My master thinks there is a heaven,” said 
Manfred, “to which, when he dies, he will be 
transported in good state, and to the accompani- 
ment df harp music.” "With both ladies?” asked 
Hoover in astonishment. “Certainly,” said Man- 
fred; "he would be in hell if he were obliged to 
choose.” 

At the week’s end, the coach was finished, 
painted a serviceable green and lined in cherry- 
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colored silk as Alisane had wantecU It proved im- 
possible for the carriage-maker to^provide tassels 
of gold, but he made up for it by sewing a^ttle 
fur muff for Alisane’s feet, which he placed on 
the floor of the carriage, and which proved just 
the right sire foV her, and toi^small to accommo- 
date Meghan’s feet, which were laiger. There was 

•v 

room, as the builder had said there would be, for 
all three traveleis, and also their baggage. Sir 
Henry sat in front along with his feather bed, his 
extra suit of armor, and his underwear, while the 
two ladies rode in back, upon a cushion. Sir 
Henry’s spear was strapped to the «roof of the car- 
nage, while his sword and shield and helmet hung 
from Ponderer’s saddle, clankin as they moved. 
The two horses, hitched to the whiffleftee on 
either side of the wagon-tongue, stepped slowly 
and heavily along, drawing the carnage behmd 
them, and so the entourage pass 'd creakily out of 
town, and mto the forests to the north. 
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X 


wherein Sir Henry 'meets a dispirited knight, and 
Meghan meets with a disappointment 


Rain set in. .sighing in the forest, dripping from 

the trees. The horses' hooves clumped dully on 

« 

the wet ]ea\ es, and a small steam rose from their 
drenched flanks . But Six Henry and the two ladies 
were wann and gay in their coach. “Now you see," 
said Alisane, “how right I was. And how wretched 
you WAuld have been, seated on the slippery back 
of a damp horse, with the rain creeping down your 
collar, instead of leaning back dry and comfortable 
upon a silk cushion.” “Yes, dear,” said Sir Henry. 

Meghan, tuning her lute, began to play a plain- 
tive air. 
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"Wher hides the roi 
"Stole from a leydys 
Who knows? 

Nay, do not seke 

The Stolen budde, for fa 

Lead thee too strait upon h, 

“Charming,” said Sir Henrj'; “cha 
has a sweet voice, has she not, Alisant 
sweet little voice,” said \lisane, “but unsch' 
Toward noon they came into a kind of ^ 
where they found a drenched horse tethered 
tree, and a knight seated nearby, his visor close 
and his sword in hand, but altogether mournful 
in appearance. Sir Henry stopped the horses, and 
reached apprehensively for his shield; but the 
knight made no move, and remained either asleep 
or simk in dejection. "We need not disturb him,” 
said Sir Henry; “we will go aroimd the other 
way.” “What," cried Meghan, “and miss an ad- 
venture?” “WeU,” said Sir Henry, “I do not know 
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how this advrotur" ’■ ^ end.” “Of course not,” 

said Meghan, d find out.” 

^ir Henryi from the coach, not at all 

willingly, a g his sword at the ready, and 

covered Jd, advanced toward the seated 

knight. >r you are,” he said, “stand up and 

decl? 

strange knight sank even lower onto 
,rass, and opening his visor, fixed Sir 
lleuj ,v with a listless glance and replied: 

“Fi, )r what?” 

Why,” said Sir Henr)’ non-plussed, “foi the 
u,sual reasons: for the usages of chivalry and the 
rules of knight-errantry.” 

The young man looked at him with contempt. 
Then ehe expressed himself m a simple buzzing 
sound, to which he added indiflFeiently: 

“Stop bothering me.” 

Very much surprised by this remark. Sir Henry 
also opened his visor, to get a better look at the 
stranger. He saw a young man, not at all bad- 
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looking, but with a petulant mien, whose eyes 
were lackluster, and whose mouth' drooped at the 
comers. “Do you mind if I sit down?” asked Sir 
Henry. 

Letting himself down onto the grass. Sir Henry 
laid aside his shield, and stretched his legs out be- 
fore him. “This is better,' he said. “Perhaps you 
would not mind telling me your name?” 

“Not at all,” said the other. “It is Gosling.” 

“Well, then. Sir Gosling,” said Sir Henry, “why 
do you dislike me, not knowing me?” 

“There is nothing personal about it,” said the 
knight; "I dislike everyone.” “I v^Duld not think 
you old enough,” said Sir Henry. “I am ninete'» 
said Gosling. 

“Ah,” said Sir Henry. ‘Then you belong' to th^ 
younger generation.” 

Sir Gosling regarded him moodily. “I didn’t ask 
to be bom,” he declared. “And I like nothing that 
I sec in this world. I don’t like sitting here in the 
rain, or talking to you; but if I stuck my sword in 
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your ribs, I shouldn’t enjoy that either, at least 
not for long enough to make it worth doing.” And 
he added simply: 

"I don’t get a hang out of anything.” 

“That is truly pitiful,” exclaimed Sir Henry, 
“when the woild is so full of beadty and wonder.” 

Sir Gosling looked around him at the wet and 
dismal landscape, and allowed himself a sour 
smile. “In fifty years I’ll be dead,” he said, “and 
you even sooner, ’t^'hal’s so b<’autiful about that? 
or something to wondei at?” And he added: 

“It’s got to go.” 

“You must have had a v<‘ry unhappy life,” said 
Sir Henry syinpatheficully; to which Sir CosHng 
rephed .sinmly: 

“I have expei V-nced everything.” 

“Dear me,” said Sir Henry, “we must discuss 
this at greater lengths; but let us go back to the 
coach, where we can kt'ep drv; and where my 
ladies are preparing a lunch.” “1 don’t mind if I 
do,” said Sir Gosling. 
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Back in the coach, the ladies Alisane and 
Meghan greeted Sir Gosling with Iriendly curios- 
ity, and made room for him upon the cushion; 
Alisane urged him to remove his helmet, and 
Meghan placed a dish of meat pasty in his hands. 
Sir Henry then brought out a stoup of wine and a 
flagon of ale, and soon all tour were relaxed and 
in good company with one another. 

“It seems strange to me,” said Alisane, “that 
one so young .should be so bitter.” “So would you 
be bitter, ma’am,” said Sir Gosling, "if you were 
me. I have no liking for the world, or for what is 
in it.” “Do you have no fondness »for anything?” 
a.sked Meghan. “Well,’ said Sir Gosling thought- 
fully, “I am very fond of ale.” 

"But surely,” said Alisane, “being a knight, you 
do believe in chivalry?” “Why no,” replied Sir Gos- 
ling; “it’s all hard knocks, and endless journeys. 
'That’s all very well for old bovs like Sir Henry 
here, who were brought up on it; but to me it 
looks hke a fool’s errand. Take Sir Lancelot." 
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“What about him?” asked Sir Henry. “He was 
a great knight,” said Sir Gosling, “and a marvelous 
figtjjtcr, both in the French style and the Fiiiglish. 
But he was done in, ii regardless. Lancelot is dead, 
from loving too much; and so are Guinevere and 
Arthur; and we ha\e had our hearts broke in loo 
many wars, and we are luled In e'-rnmillocs. It is 
in sorry stale, this land, and 1 would lallicr not 
open my moutl) in it.” ' Excr'pt to pom down the 
beer,” said Ahsaiie 

“Do sou not belies e in a better woild?’ asked 
Meglian. “I might,” leplied Sir Gosling, “if I 
could think of'one. But no one has thought ol one 
jet. The world is up to its neck in dung, and will 
be this next thousand jears.” 

“And are all young people like you?” asked 
Ahsane. 

“Why not?” replied Sir Gosling. “They know 
that men are cruel and women untrue; that heaven 
is a dream, and pleasure is over too quickly So 
do not talk to young men about a better world; 
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for there is none to be had.” “If you think that 
women are untrue,” said Alisane hotly, “you will 

o 

end up by obliging them to be so.” 

And Meghan added: 

“You have made no allowance for spiritual 
things.” 

“It seems to me,” said Sir Henry ponderously, 
“that young people — if you do indeed spealc for 
them — make a mist.^ke in denvmg themselves that 
hope of the future, whether on earth or in heaven, 
which sustained my generation and the genera- 
tions before me.” “It did not keep you up very 
high,” said Sir Gosling, “and vou Itave been com- 
ing down ever smee with a tliin, sad sound like 
escaping air. 

“If there is some ale left, 1 will have *it,” he 
concluded, holding out his goblet, “for although 
the laws of England and the rules of chivalry seem 
equally wormy to me, I am very fond of English 
ale.” 

Soon after this, the rain having let up. Sir 
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Gosling left them and returned to his horse, and 
the three travelers started out again in the fresh 
col<l air and under tlie dripping trees. 

“Do*you know,” said Meghan, “I am sorry for 
that yoimg man; fpr 1 do believe he has not had a 
very happy life.” “He has not had very much of 
any kind of life,” saia Sir Henry. “After all, at 
nineteen . . “1 do not know why it is neces- 

sary for young people to be so rude,” said Alisane. 

A short while further on, Meghan begged them 
to stop, and excusing herself, climbed down from 
the coach. “I must have left my scar! behind me 
somewhere in ^he glade,” she said, “and will just 
run back to see.” “\Vh),” exclaimed Alisane, “you 
were nowhert' out'«ide the coach the entire time; 
and yftur scarf is liere, under your nose.” “Well 
then,” said Meghan, “it is something else, and I 
wish you would mind your own business.” “We 
will go slowly on,” said Sir Henry, “and you can 
catch up to us.” “Yes, do,” said Meghan, “and 1 
will see you when I see you.” 
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So saying, she ran lightly back through the 
woods over die way they had come, and was soon 

o 

lost to sight. 

Sir Henry and Lady Alisane proceeded on their 
journey. Sir Henry with the most uncomfortable 
thoughts, but the Lady Alisane in excellent spirits; 
and so made perhaps a mile, when looking back 
they saw the Lady Meghan running after them, 
her hair in disorder, and her skirt disarranged. 
Reining in the horses, Sir Henry halted the coach, 
and they awaited the damsel, who arrived out of 
breath, and in a state of discouragement. 

“Some people,” she said as she climbed back in, 
“don't understand a person’s simple desire to be 
friendly.” 

The coach rolled on through the forest* under 
the dark, wet trees, among which flitted from time 
to time the shy and shadowy deer. Sir Henry sat 
and gazed out of the window; he did not know 
what he thought, after all. 
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xz 


concerning ihe great battle in the forest 


“I AM ashamed ” said Ponderer, "to be seen 
hitched to this wretched wagon.” “Why?” asked 
Simpkins placidly; “it is nice clean work; and as 
for your appearnnee, have you ever taken a good 
look at yourself when fully caparisoned for the 
joust, or armed cap-a-pie for battle? I assure you, 
you look like some immense worm.” “I may look 
like a worm,” said Ponderer, “but at least it is a 
large one. I do not look as though I were drawing 
a cart.” “Well, somebody has to do it,” said 
Simpkins philosophically. 

While tliis conversation was, taking place, Man- 
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fred had been ranging here and there in the 
forest, to the left and right of the road. And it wm 
on one of these forays that he came upon a fiesh 
and exciting scent, which first teased and then in- 
furiated him, made his hackles,rise and his hair 
bristle, and sent hini, bdiking furiously, into the 
nearest thicket. Iioin which, almost at once, he 
came bursting out again, in a startled manner, 
pursued by a wild boar. 

Thi.s was in fact a more dangerous animal than 
a cockatrice, although Manfred did not know it; 
out instinct impelled him to nin nonetlicless, and 
run he did. And since instinct also dtcw him to the 
security of what passed for home and the advan- 
tage of his master, Manfred set out in a straight 
line for Sir Henry and the coach, yelping* as he 
came. 

“Hark,” said Ponderer; “isn’t that our friend, 
the hound? He sounds in trouble; and he is 
headed this way.” 

“Oh heavens,” said Simpkins; "what now?” 
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At this moment Manfred burst from the forest, 
pursued by the savage boar, and circled the coach 
likd^a bee. The ladies screamed, the horses reared, 
and Sir Henry turned pale, and reached for his 
armor. “My love,”^ exclaimed Alisane, “where are 
you going?” “This pig will kill both dog and 
horses too,” replied Sir Henry from inside his hel- 
met, “if I do not stop him.” 

So saying, he look his spear from the roof of 
the carriage, and making his way out over the 
dash-board, unhitched Ponderer from the coach, 

i 

and got himself up onto his back. Freed of his 
responsibilities,t> Ponderer let out a contented 
whinny, and cantered off down the road. 

“Whoa,” cried Sir Henry, indignantly. 

And Miming his head, he tried to see what was 
happening behind him. 

Manfred had by this time decided to go under 
the coach, which caused the boar to attack the 
vehicle itself; the ladies lay swooning with fright 
in each other’s arms, and Simpkins stood trem- 
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bling in the traces, with eyes closed, awaiting 
death. "Back we go!” cried Sir Heniy, and pulling 
hard upon the reins, turned Ponderer about, iuid 
setting his one spur to his horse's flank, charged 
slowly down upon the boar, w^h spear in rest, 

Manfred, meanwhile, had fled out from under 
the other side of the coach; and the boar, in fol- 
lowing, had gotten itself beneath the wagon,„and 
was ravaging about, which caused the ladies to 
scream louder than ever; for which reason Sir 
Henry, galloping in on the attack, found himself 
without a target, and was carried down the road 
a good fifty paces before he could check his can'cr. 

Ite then turned, to consider the situation, and 
to draw up his battle plans. “There is no doulit,” 
he said to himself, “that this >s a formidable ad- 
versary. being built so low, and therefore hard to 
hit with a spear; yet I must be very careful not to 
fall off my horse, for 1 would be at a disadvantage 
on the ground.” 

It was obvious that as long as the boar remained 
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under the wagon, he could not be reached, ana 
that if he were left there much longer, he would 
end by destroying not only ti coach, but the pas- 
senger^ as well. "Now by St. George,” exclaimed 
Sir Henry, "was ever knight in a worse predica- 
ment'-^” 

“Help!” cried Alisane. "An secours!” 

“I am coming,” replied Sii Henrv "In a min- 
ute.” 

“It will be too late bv then,” said Alisane. 

Meghan waved to him fiom the (ainage win- 
dow “Don’t just stand theie,” she sliouled “do 
.something!” 

And she be«at with lier heel on the floor of tlie 
coach. “(•'() away,” she ened to the boar, “fight 
with SiV Henry, not ns'” 

Urged to approach a few sti'ps closer to the 
coach, Pondeter did as he w.is told, but he was 
not at all eager for it. “Its all very well,” he 
thought, “but if Sir Ileniv misses with his spear — 
and he is by no means w'hat I would call an expert 
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marksman — could easily lose a leg. At least a 
leg,” he added. 

“Come out, accursed pig,” called Sir Henry, 
“and face an adversary more worthy of you than a 
wooden coach and tw'o frighte/ied women.” 

The boar did not reply in so many words to 
this challenge, but backed slowl) out from under 
the carriage, and turned to face Sir Henry, His 
little red eyes glared balefully at tlie knight, and 
with the sharp short .scimitar of his tusk he made a 
few tight circles m the air, not unlike a fencer of 
the French School. Sii Henry kept the jioint of 
his spear carefully upon him, •W'hile Ponderer 
backed sensibly away, and Manfred ga/cd out at 
the scene from behind a tree. 

“Come,” said Sir Henrv to his charger, “‘go for-' 
ward, at a canter or at least a smart trot, because 
what you arc doing i'- embarrassing me.” 

It was the boar, however, who moved fiist. After 
pawing the ground with his forefeet, and wrig- 
gling his behind, he boic down upon Ponderer and 
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Sir Henry, who kept his lance steadily upon him, 
though grown slightly pale; but Ponderer, seeing 
t^ fury of the animal’s chaige, first gave a jump 
sideways which caused Sir Henry to lose his stir- 
rups and to cant or lean to starboard, and then a 
spring forward which carried him up past the 
charging boar and toward the coach, where Sir 
Henry did in fact fall off, and into the carriage 
on top of the ladies, who shneked in terror at this 
unexpected turn of events, while Ponderer con- 
tinued into the forest at a gallop. 

“Pardon me,” said Sir Henry, scrambling to his 
feel; and having lost his spear, looked about him 
for a weapon. But there was nothing handy ex- 
cept his stone hot-walcr-bottle. “Give it to me,” 
he exilaimed, “I will throw it at him, like an 
arbalest.” “Do not do so.” ciied Alisane, “for it 
will break, and you will have nothing for the win- 
ter.” “If I do not stop tins pig from attacking us,” 
said Sir Henry, “I will not lue to see the winter, 
or even the fall.” “What about, me?” asked Alisane 
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indignantly. "Naturally, I included you,” replied 
Sir Henry. 

Meghan meanwhile had been watching the 
boar, and seeing that he was about to charge once 
more, this time directly at tjie carriage, asked 
leave of Sir Henry to put him off by means of the 
feather bed. "Much as they do in Spain,” she said, 
“where they fight the bulls.” "I’m afraid he^ will 
rip it to pieces,” said Sir Ilcnrv, “and besides, )'0U 
would be putting yourself in danger ” “He may do 
the feather bed some harm,” Meghan admitted, 
“but as you say, if we are not here this winter, we 
will not need it.” “Well then,” ?.aid Sir Heniy, 
“do as you please, hut do not take unnecessary 
risks,” 

Without losing any further time in disc ussion, 
Meghan seized the feather bed, and the boar at 
tliis moment being almost directly beneath the car- 
riage window, she leaned perilously out, calling as 
loudly as she c^oiild: 

“P-i-ig, Pi-i-g!” 
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The old boar glanced upward, raising his snout 
as die did so; and with a gasp Meghan flung the 
feather bed over him, like a net. 

At once the boar exploded into the most violent 
action, rearing and ripping, bucking, snorting, 
tossing and twisting, and charging blindly, tins 
way and that in an effort to dislodge the puff, 
which would not come off but scattered feathers 
bke snow in all directions; and finally collided 
with one of Simpkins’ hind legs, at which the 
trembling hoise, who liad been all but frozen with 
fear, felt such an access of terror that he lashed 
out with his hodf, and caught the pig scjuarely in 
the midiiff, breaking several of his ribs, and knock- 
ing the breath out of him. 

Seein}]; the boar breathless and motionless upon 
the giound. Sir Henry let go of Alisane, and hop- 
ping nimbly out of the coach, cut the boars throat 
with his dagger. Meghan also descended from the 
carriage, and went to pick up what was left of the 
feather bed; but Alisane sat where she was, with- 
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out moving. "I am glad to see how it is done in 

Spain,” she said, “but 1 do not think it a proper 

0 

Tsport for ladies.” 

Now that the danger was over, Manfred came 

out from behind his tree and Ponderer returned 

0 

from the forest; but Sir Henry decided to remain 
wliere they weit; for tlie night, in order to get 
the greatest benefit from the pig, which he meant 
to serw for supper. A pit wa.s dug, a fire built, and 
the pig laiii upon it, and covered; and after pulling 
the coach off to one side of the road, where it 
would furnish them with a small but not uncom- 
fortable night’s lodging, otir trav^jlcrs relaxed, to 
rest and refresh then>selve.s. The ladies found a 
clear .stream nearbv, in which to wash the dust 
from their cheeks, and Manfred stretched himselt 
out near the barlH cue ]>it, his no.s»“ u])on hA paw 
and pointed in the direction of the cooking. 

Meanwhile, Ponderer, tethered with Simpkins 
to a tree, found himself faced w iih a puzzle. “Well, 
here we are,” he said; “I, whose business it is to 
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carry my master into battle, and you who do not 
believe in fighting; but which of us killed the 
boar? I ran away, and left you to deliver the 
mortal blow all by yourself.” “It was a complete 
surprise to me,” said Simpkins, “but I must ad- 
mit, I was gratified by the speed and power of my 
reactions.” “You are probably more powerful than 
you realize,” said Ponderer, “and would be ex- 
cellent in a massed charge.” “Do you think so?” 
asked Simpkins in pleased tones. “1 have always 
thought that it must be very difficult to be a hero, 
but perhaps it is not as difficult as it seems.” 

Night fell; and Sir Henry and the ladies, dining 
upon roast pork, were comfortable, and in pleas- 
ant spirits with one another. “I would not have 
, believed,” said Sir Henry, munching on a chop, 
and dehoatcly licking his fingers, “that a maid and 
a feather bed could win such a victory.” “Why,” 
said Meghan modestly, “it was nothing; without 
you we should have been strewn all over the land- 
scape.” “There you go again,” ^aid Alisane, “mak- 
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Ing a hero of him.” “Why so he is,” cried Meghan; 
“and I wonder that you do not know it.” “I kngw 
that he would have broken his hot-water-bottle,” 
said Alisane, “if 1 had not slopped him.’* “Would 
you count a stone jug higher than a man’s honor?” 
asked Meghan. “Ilis honor is loose on a horse,” 
said Alisane, “as I have told him before.” “That,” 
said Meghan, “is a crude observation.” “Oh jyell,” 
replied Alisane sweetly, “I am nf)t so spiritual as 
you.” “I am not so spiritual,” said Meghan hotly, 
“that I am eager lo get to hea\en before my time. 
While you sat screaming, who was it killed the 
boar?” “Simpkins,” said Alisane. 

“Ladies, please,” sail Sir Henry. 
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Xll 


concerning natural rtian; and of Sir Henry’s arrival 
at Devizes 


Now there passed several weeks in which nothing 
occurred to trouble or occupy them as they trav- 
eled through tht>> forest already in its full dress of 
summer greeu; and the warm, aromatie days and 
eool sweet nights induced in Sir Henry and his 
companions a sense of well-being, of innocence, 
and joV. “For imioeence,” said Meghan, “is not a 
state physical, but a state spiritual, as is proved by 
the courtesan Thais, who turned out to be one of 
history’s most innocent women after her conver- 
sion, while the monk Athanael, who converted 
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her, ended up a prey to the most outrageous and 
guilty desires.” “He could have offered to man^ 
her,” said Alisane, “and saved himself all that 
trouble.” 

Sir Henry was inclined to agree that there were 
advantages in marriage. "It is a fact,” he said to 
Alisane, “that when I think oi j^ou, I am sweet 
and comfortable in spirit; T do not feel a desperate 
need to distinguish myself in the field, and have, 
instead, a tender impulse to stay at home, and to 
help with the housewoik” 

‘That is ver) dear of vou,” said Alisane. “But I 
cannot remember when you ha\e*e\er done so.” 
“There has ne\er becji any housewoik to speak 
of,” said Sir Henry. 

But the tiiith was, he could nes'er quite make 
up his mind; for he no sooner found himself in- 
clined one way than I'e began to lean the other. 
And though with Alisane, as he said, he saw him- 
self at home, yet with Meghan he found himself 
dreaming of lands beyond the sea, and saw him- 
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self as in his youth, with his pennon flying in the 
wind and his armor bright again. “We will take 

I 

my feather bed,” he said, “and Alisane; and we 
will all fide out upon a quest together.” “Why do 
we take Alisane,” ^ asked Meghan, “when she is 
such a home-body?” “I should be homesick with- 
out her,” said Sir Henry simply. 

“Well, then,” said Meghan coolly, “stay at 
home; and I will take Simpkins, and find my own 
cockatrices.” “1 could not bear it at home,” said 
Sir Henry, “if you were away.” 

Meghan was silent for a while considering; and 
then she sigheft. “It must be hard to be a man,” 
she said presently, “It is very lonely,” said Sir 
Henry. And he added: 

“The*’ trouble is, I am not altogether a hero.” 

In time, the travelers found themselves in a 
strange part of the coimtry, no longer in the green 
forest but among bare rocks and fields; and came 
one day in their coach to a hill, on which stood a 
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knight leaning upon a great sword, and dressed 
all in silk of many colors, with no armor that ih^ 
could see. And this knight was surrounded by 
others like him, and no maids or damsels'were to 
be seen anywhere, but only se\ eral ladies in man- 
nish attire, of a good age, and with their hair 
cropped close, like that of a page, flowevcr, the 
appearance of the ladies was outslione by^ the 
bright robes and ribbands of the men, who seemed 
to vie with each other in the fam’ifulness of their 
dress and appearance. “Wlial ha\e we here?” re- 
marked Sir Henry, and slopped the eoadi, the bet- 
ter to obsei’ve this strange conipai.^ 

Tlie knight, who Irad been leaning on his sword, 
drew himself upright and addressed Sir Henry as 
follows; 

“I am Sir Variant," he said, “who hold these 
lands in fief, fee, fee tail, and fee simjrle, along 
with all heroes, knights, poets, and iioubadours, 
and none may stay here or peiiorm here, either 
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in feats of arms, or in verse plain or complain, or 
chant, or song romantic, or skill or art of any kind, 
unless he join my company.” 

"I do ‘not think that I can join your company,” 
said Sir Henry courteously, “for I have my ladies 
with me, and am besides in search of fame and 
fortune.” “Why then,” said Sir Variant heartily, 
“1 can make \ou famous, for 1 control opinion in 
these parts, and in a large portion of the kingdom 
besides; and if you want a fortune, nothing is 
easier.” “Even so,” said Sir Henry obstinately, “I 
am minded to continue mv quest, for 1 do not 
know what my ladies would find to do here.” 
“Little enough,” said Meghan, “if what 1 think is 
true; so let’s away.” 

Sir Henr)' clucked to his horses, and gathering 
up his reins mchiied his head toward Sir Variant, 
and declared; “I thank you for your courtesy. Sir 
Knight, but I will take up my journey again to 
Tintagel by way of Dev'izes, w'here I hope to find 
some employment for myself, and amusement for 
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my ladies ” “Since there are two of them,” said 
Sir Variant lightly, “they might leam to amuse 
themselves together.” “Wliy so we do,” replied 
Meghan pertly, “but not as you iniagme* for we 
ding plates and saucers at each other the livelong 
day.” “Well,” said Sir Variant, “I .suppose you 
must do as you please, and if you will not give up 
your journey, then you will n«)l; hut do not ex^ject 
me to sympathise with vou, and as fttr lame, there 
is no use your looking for it any longer.” “A.nd 
why not?” asked Sir Heniy in surprise. “Because,” 
said Sir Variant, “in these lands, a man is counted 
a member of the brolheihood, or*he is not; and 
no one with such a fon«.lnes.s for laches can hope to 
achieve renown, or remain anything but anony- 
mous.” “What brotherhood is that?” asked ^hsanr 
innocently. “Whv,” said Meghan, “they are all 
sticks in the same bundle.” 

Sir Henry continued on his way; and was sur- 
prised to observe the extent and wealth of Sir 
Variant’s lands. Wherever be looked, he saw castles 
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and keeps, of high style and ornament; yet the 
ipeadows surrounding them were bare, and the 
landscape forbidding. Here and there young boys 
were observed, flying their kites, or running and 
leaping together; but nowhere were maidens to be 
seen, playing on the grass. And since Sir Henry 
was not able to procure any food or drink in this 
country, either for himself or his ladies, they were 
in a pitiable state when ihcv arrived at last unfler 
the green trees again, and were able to find a clear 
brook at which to quench their thirst, and some 
mtishrooms and water-cress for their breakfast... 

“It seems to'me that we were in a great hurry 
to leave,” said Alisane, "and that we might have 
been granted a castle, with many rooms and con- 
veniences, if wc had stayed.” “Why so we might,” 
said Sir Henry, “but we .should have had to pay 
for it; and though I do long to become renowned, 
I prefer to do so in iny own way, which is the way 
of most men, or at least it was when 1 was young.” 

Several days later they found themselves ap- 
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prosibhing Devizes, where King Anselm had his 
castle aiM held court, and here they found many 
olher knights and ladies gathered for a Tourna- 
ment of Love, and were made welcome* at the 
castle, and given rooms in the east wing abo\e the 
kitchens. After changing into elean kerchiefs for 
the ladies, and Sir Henry putting on a new silk 
doublet over his undervitai, thcv went all three 
out into the warm summei sunshine to the 
meadow beyond tlie castle where the pas ilions had 
been erected and the lists set up. The hucksters’ 
ooq^hs were crowded with all kinds ol trmkets and 
games of chance, a gallery and target for the long- 
bow and crossbow, weights for liftmg, an exhibi- 
tion of dried butterflies, a contest of jams and 
pickles, and the showing of a two-headed Calf, as 
well as a nieiry-go-round upon which Alisane and 
Meghan made ses eral courses, Alisane seated upon 
a gryphon, and Meghan upon a unicorn There, 
also. Sir Henry shot at a bladdei with a longbow, 
but missed, and wa% coaxed to try his skill at de- 
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capitating a goose with his sword, but mi sed 
again, to Alisane’s chagrin, for she was aheady in 
her mind basting the goose in one of the castle 
ovens. The Lady Meghan bought a ribband for 
her hail, and Alisaiie a faring; and botli ladies had 
their palms read and their fortunes cast; Sir Henry 
treated them all to buns and honey and an ice and 
a pasty of prawns, and downed three flagons of 
ale, and then went back to behead the goose, but 
missed a second time “I have never had such mer- 
riment,” said Alisane. 

In the evening, theie was a mime, and a pro- 
cession of dhirr*inated floats representing the most 
famous Courts of l,ovc, followed by a Parade of 
knights in all degrees of chivalry, complete with 
•bannerj, marshals, heralds, pages, squires, knaves, 
trumpeters, grooms, and yeomen Theie followed 
a charming lOut of damsels, each dressed to re- 
semble a flower, some being roses and others blue- 
bells or dahlias, which made Alisane think of 
Alyot’s castle, and caused hej- to become silent, 
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and ^ve utterance to a sigh. “What is the mat- 
ter, my dear?” asked Sir Henry considerately^ 
“Iiave you eaten too much?” “I was thinking of 
the illusion of beauty,” said Alisane, “and ‘that all 
must die and perish in the dust.” “Lack-a-daisy,” 
exclaimed Meghan, “what a time to turn li\erish!” 
B\it Alisane did not take up the argument, for she 
was suddenly grown weary for some reason^^she 
could not account for. It .seemed lo lier that here 
would be a proper place to be njarned, but that 
the time had already gone b> for it to have mean- 
ing» and the church bells ol Ihwi/cs, ringing like 
silver in the air, caused her on!) a’ gentle melan- 
choly, and the tboughi that she wa^ growing old, 
and that life had passed her by, “There was a 
cathedral at Chichester,” she aid, “with golden 
windows, it would have been lovels to lemember, 
but we did not use it, and now 1 shall be twenty 
before long, and my jouth is ovei, with all its siveet 
beauty, and I am practically an old maid.” “You 
are talking nonsense,” said Meghan; but she 
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looked at her curiously, and was gentle with-' her 
fpr a while. 

The evening ended with a great ball, in which 
Sir Heniw danced first with Alisane, and then with 
Meghan, and then with both together, which 
caused some confusion in the turns, and in the do* 
si-do; after which the ladies danced with each 
other, and Sir Henry went in search of some ale 
to refresh his spirits. 

While he was drinking his ale in the buttery, 
an elderly gentleman approached him, and after 
asking if he might stand with liim, enquired cour- 
teously after his health, and whether he was com- 
fortable. “Why,” said Sir Henry, “I am very com- 
fortable, thank you, and my health is good, all due 
to my 'excellent host. King Anselm, whom I have 
never met, and to his tournament, which I mean 
to avoid like the plague.” The old gentleman ex- 
pressed surprise at this, and asked Sir Henry if he 
did not intend to enter his name in the lists. 
"Many good knights have entered,” he declared, 
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“andlthere should be great honor and renown for 
the winner, in addition to the grand prize, and the 
opportunity to crown his lady.” “1 know,” said Sir 
Henry with a groan, “but I must eschew it ” “I 
did not take you for a feeble kmglit,” said the old 
gentleman, “or a coward, but pcihaps you aie not 
adequately mounted, in which case thcie are 
horses to spare in the castle.” “I arn not at^ all 
feeble,” leplied Sir Ilenrv, “and all too adequately 
mounted, for m addition to my own chareei, 1 
have another that has just killed a wild boai w ith a 
singje kick. But even if you were the King him- 
self, and did insite me In hand. l»nnist di'cline, 
much as I would like tl e 1 unoi and lenonn, and 
that for a sound leason ” “Well then,” said the 
old gentleman, “I am the King, so let mi'' heir 
your reasoning ” 

“Sue,” said Sii llciin bowing low, ‘1 have two 
ladies, and if I w'cic to conic out Mv.!'>i in the 
jousts, 1 must crowm one of them Queen of 
Beauty.” 
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“I see,” said King Anselm. 

“If you do,” said Sir Henry, “you will under- 
stand my dilemma. For one of these ladies is my 
wife, though we have never been cathedral-wed, 
yet l)y piccedence of seniority she does acquire 
title; and the other is no less my responsibility, 
I having won her from her lord in fair combat 
. . . 01, at least, in combat of one sort or another 
. . . and one is the friend of my heart, and the 
otlici of my dreams, yet heart and dream are so 
intenmxcJ and intermingled that I should bruise 
mo'-t moiiinfully the spirit of either one, were I 
to prefiT the«^ other. And to crovii one Queen, 
and Icas'e the other sitting uncrowned all in the 
public gaze would be an unknightlv thing to do; 
nor could I crown a stranger, and so shame them 
both.” “Of course,” remarked King Anselm gently, 
“you ha\c not yet been proven \ictor in even one 
preliminary bout.” “That is true,” said Sir Henry, 
"but think of the thumping I would have to give 
and take.” “Heroes are often all over lumps,” 
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agreed Anselm. “Let us have another flagon of ale, 
because Vings do not last forever, either. 

“Hovs^ever,” he said, "if you will not enter the 
tournament, promise me that you will stay for tlie 
itanquet aftcrwaids, when there will bo some very 
interesting discourse on love, in which I would be 
glad to have vou join ” I should be delighted to,* 
said Sir Henry, “though 1 do not think I can.idd 
anything to the general knowledge of the subject.” 
“No matter,” said King Anselm ‘ for no one knows 
very much about it anyway.” 
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xiii 


of the Tournament of Beauty; and some lectures upon 
an interesting subject 


True to his promise, Sir Henry remained at De- 
vizes for tlie length ol the tournament, and each 
day was more,pIeased with himself for staying out 
of it, as he watched the endless succession of 
knights charging down upon one another, and 
heard„the crack of spear on shield or breastplate, 
and the rattling thump as the loser hit the gn)und. 
The Lady Alisane preferred not to attend the 
jousts, having a morning sickness, but the Lady 
Meghan took her pla«‘e regularly in the pavilion, 
and did not miss a single day’s tilt from the open- 
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ing trtunpet to the last. Without acquaintance 
among the competing knights, she nevertheless 
picked those she liked, and leaning prettily for- 
ward in her seat, her eyes shining and h<*r lips 
parted, clapped her hands and cried encourage- 
ment and advice to her favorites. Her only disap- 
pointment lay in the fact that Sir Henry had not 
entered the lists; and she still hoped to prevail pn 
him to do so, until Alisane pointed out to her cer- 
tain renowned beauties among the damsels mak- 
ing up the Couit of Love. “J see what jou mean,” 
said i^eghan. “It is better for a knight not to be too 
famous, except posthumouslv ” “Thwe is enough 
competition between th'’ tw ) of us,” said Alisane, 
“without calling in sti angers.” 

“I have not meant to compete with you, Alis’hne,” 
said Meghan, “though I have made no secret'of 
my feelings; 1 did not choose my fate, any more 
tlian you did, and if my champion had slam Sir 
Henry, none of this would hase happened.” “We 
are like two cats,” s§id Alisane, “with one piece 
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of fish between us.” "That is not a very ni^,e way 
to speak of Sir Henry,” said Meghan. “I will speak 
of my husband any way I like,” said Alisane. 
“Why/’ cried Meghan, “he is not your husband, so 
far as I know.” 

“You are wrong,” said Alisane, "for I feel already 
married to him, though without the consolations 
of the church.” “I think the word is blessing,” 
said Meghan. “That is what I meant,” said Alisane. 
“And does that make you less fond?” asked Me- 
ghan. “No,” said Alisane. “But I feel that I have a 
right to .speak of him as 1 please, who have ever 
had his comfort and his good at heart,” 

“Well, then,’’ said Meghan, “so you may; but I 
do not like to think of him as a piece of fish, for all 
I cvv.r wished for him was only for his own honor 
arid glory.” 

At the end of the tournament, and after the 
Queen of Beauty had been crowned, a banquet 
was held as advertised, at which Sir Henry found 
himself seated a little abovo the salt, but not so 
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muclk as^to be noticeable or embarrassing, while 
the Ladies Alisane and Meghan were invited to 
sit with the other gimtlewomen in the galler)^ A 
great repast was offered, consisting of a macedoine 
of fruit, an os-tail soup, a stufl^ed carp, chicken with 
rice and peas, a salad of cold a*sparagus, a goose- 
berry lool, a tiifle, and an ice. Then King Anselm 
rose, to welcome liis guests, to thank all those v’ho 
had competed in the list* to offer homage to the 
Queen of Beauty, and honor to her champion and 
to start the speeches. 

“The Subject for tonight’s discussion,” he said, 
“i^ Love, of which we have all liad sotnc, or hope to 
have, and somt^ peiha^ tov. much, or some too lit- 
tle, but it is of all things the greatest mv stery and 
cause of riot both in and out Uir it has ht’night 
men up to heaven and down to hell, discovered 
wars, and set new dynasties upon their thrones. 
And this Subject, about which so much has been 
said and wrote, and so little km wii, has as many 
experts in its fields ^is there are men and womea 
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in love; and it is from the most eminent 69 these 
that we have drawn our speakers for tonight, they 
being authorities on the Subject from our own 
court, so you may see Love both from its scientific 
and its poetical aspect; and we shall also hear from 
a distinguished guest, who is here upon his travels, 
and has had much practice in the practical aspects 
of this Subject; but I regret to say that I have for- 
gotten his name.” “Does he mean Henry?” asked 
Alisane. “I believe so,” said Meghan. “Sir Variant 
said he would be anonymous.” 

“But first of all,” said King Anselm, “I givf you 
our own Sage and Doctor, Sleseuger of Quibe, 
who has long advised us in matters scientific and 
political, and is also skilled in the treatment of hu- 
mors* and the involvements of the heart. Dr. 
Quibe.” 

Slesenger of Quibe rose from his place next to 
the King, and after acknowledging the applause of 
the court, addressed the banquet as follows: 

"Your Majesty, Ladies and. Gentlemen: I am re- 
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minded of a story I heard the other day, about the 
elephant and the mouse. It seems that an elephant 
WM marching through the jungle in a stately fash- 
ion, when looking do^vn, he saw a small omouse 
cowering at his feet. Blowing a tnimpet blast of 
disdain through his tnink, the elephant exclaimed: 
‘You worthless little creature, insignificant and in- 
considerable, are you not ashamed to be so small 
and unrenowned?’ To which the mouse, gazing up 
at the elephant from its meager perch upon the 
earth, replied sadly: 

“ ‘I’ve been sick.’ 

“Well, gentlemen, he who loves is^lso sick; un- 
less he has knowledge of hne's meaning. For love, 
to most, is a kind of fever, or taking, with sleepless- 
ness and difficultv of breathing, a state of flux, and 
a despondency of the blood. As in ms’ retorts and 
alembics the gross metal when put to the flame 
sends up its bubbles and froth, having knowledge 
of gold in its secret depths, so desire rises in scum 
and nubilation through men’s minds, having below 
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it the true love. And to know love, man ^mnst first 
know himself, in depth, which is to say not in the 
mind, but in those secret place., of the heart which 
are ther child’s first garden, where* he plays among 
enchantments and spells whose power and danger 
he neither recognizes nor suspects.” 

"What has a mouse got to do with it?” whispered 
Alisano. “The mouse was sick,” said Meghan. 

Slesenger of Quibe continued: 

“Who first tou( he.s a man’s heart? His mother; or 
her opposite, w'hich is to say, his nurse; or the 
kitchen maid; and for what else but one of b'je.se 
will he go seftrehing through hi.s life? Or, having 
one, will envy the other — or will seek both, all up 
and down tlie woild. And so also a maiden her fa- 
ther, &r his opposite , out of chagrin. But these they 
wilf often confuse, one with the other, and will not 
sec them plain, and think that they have found 
paradise, and have found only some memory of 
childhood, or comforted some crying in the dark. 

“So do not be too content in love, my lords and 
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ladies, for the truth is as hard to come by as the 
philosopher’s stone and must be won by the same 
process of distillation. 

“For you who wish to pursue this Subja?t fur- 
ther, I have tracts; or I will be in my office in the 
tower each morning from matins'until noon.” 

After the Sage had seated himself, to the ap- 
plause of the diners, the Couit Jester, who was 
also of the order of troubadours, arose and ad- 
dressed them as follows: 

“Your Majest)'; and you also there above me 
crovwied Queen of Bi-auty, in whom we now de- 
light; and maidens and damsels all. and noble 
lords: what is love but die annng? For who has not 
waked from some sweet, troubling sleep, to find 
that what was ordinary has become overnight the 
world’s very treasure, the familiar face touched 
suddenly with enchantment, the plain features 
turned lovely beyond anything, and all for no rea- 
son except that it w'as dreamed so? And who shall 
say whether it is real, or whether not? for beauty is 
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only to the lover and beholder, and even a hawk in 
flight is not beautiful to a mouse.” “There’s the 
mouse again,” whispered Alisaue. 

“And what is love but music, or moonlight and 
the smell of meadows? and what is diat but di earn- 
ing? The world itself is little else but dream, half 
waking, half sleeping; and all the wisdom of the 
sages has not instructed us beyond this, or told us 
who sleeps. Therefore, mv lords and ladies, be 
glad of beauty, and give it levcience, and do not 
ask the mind to feed the heart with the cold por- 
ridge of thought.” 

Taking his* lute, the troubadour touched the 
strings, and aang to his own accompauiinont the 
verses of Robert of Exeter: 

^af toe the hver, Beautye is hys love, 

Hys herte’s dere myslrcsse, ever at hys side; 

Shee is the blue bright winde of hevven above. 

The light of evening on the valleys wide. 

Shee is the sea, shee is thfi swifter tyde 
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Of narrower waters, and the foreste greene; 

In aU hys courses, Bcautyc is hys guide, 

‘she goes before him, shoe is heard and seene. 
And has a bodye. Lette the lover tell 
Whose voice hce hcares in musics swetest 
parte; 

He knowes the face of Beautye, knowes it 
well, 

Shee is hys friend, the Treasure of hys hearte. 
Which on the Earth like hem diction poures 
A light hee loves, a Spent hee adores. 

The troubadour had no sooner seated himself, to 
the sound of argentic sighing from the ladies’ gal- 
lery, than Sir Anyst of Aminweigh, the winner of 
the ttnimament. rose in his seat to have his say He 
was a broad and burly man, well bruised, and 
held together b)' bandages, and wearing the scars 
of many combats and jousts. 

“There is nothing better in the world,” he said, 
“than fighting and loving; and a man should not 
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choose one over the other. For this is the way of 
great fighters, to love the thing they kill; and this is 
the way of love, to take dt'ath, and make friends 
with it,<For the moment of truth is both death and 
love. I have had manv young men follow me, but 
tliey do not know fhis, and they do not have great- 
ness. I am not young any longer, but 1 h.ave 
crowned my lady Queen of Beauty because she is 
a fine golden giil, ,uk 1 lose is not running away 
from ulhit IS brave and Iv-autiiul.'’ 

When Sir Anyst was finished, he sat down, and 
the Queen of B< auty threw him a kiss from the, gal- 
ler). Then llih King arose to iiitroduee Sir Henry. 

“Of oui next spisiker,” he detlared, “I shall say 
little, except to remark that he is a sli anger to us, 
and that I base just remeinbcK'd lus name, it is .Sir 
Clarence of Bientwood, son of Sii Beverly of The 
Glen.” 

So saying, he bowed graciously to Sir Henry, 
who rose diffidently to his feet. “He is not even 
anonymous any more,” whispered Alisanc. “Poor 
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Hen;y.”^“Hush,*' said Meghan; “it will be interest- 
ing to hear what he has to say.” 

“Your Majesty,” said Sir Henry; “Noble Lords, 
Knights, Ladies and Gentlemen: 

“After the great speeches 1 have heard here tliis 
evening, I am somewhat loath fo follow, for tliough 
I can tell you about a great nnuiy things — such as 
the preparation of swivets for a stew, and the psac- 
tice in Spain, where ladies do battle with bulls, 
armed only with a feather bed — I have but little 
knowledge of the subjt'Cl of tonight’s discussion, I 
carfc tell you something about driigons and sorcer- 
ers; but about love, I cannol tell you anything at 
all.” 

“I am not surprised,” saiJ Alisane. “No,” said 
Meghan, “but 1 am disappointed ” 

“For 1 think,” said Sir Ilenrv slowly, “that love is 
a searching, and a cpiest, for something far awav; 
and is, like fame and fortune, to be found only 
along the northern marches, or in th(' south lidings. 
Or perhaps it is still,more dist.uit, m those western 
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lands beyond the sea, where the great ^monsters 
.are; or it is expected tomorrow, or remembered 
from yesterday. And so there must ever be a sad- 
ness about it, such as one feels on hearing music 
distantly, or of an evening in the spring, with its 
sweetness and its 'sorrow. And that is all I have 
learned about it, my lords and ladies, in my travels; 
that it is a distant singing, and a sound of peace.” 

So saying, he sat down, amidst silence. Sir Anyst 
peered gloomily into his cup; and the troubadour 
drummed with his fingers on the table. But Mfr- 
ghan sat biting her nails, with a bleak look OV) her 
face; and AliSane wept. 
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in which Manfred experiences a grief 


While all this was going on, Manfred was not ex- 
actly idle, and managed to enjoy not only the high- 
lights of the tournament, but the remains of the 
banquet, in company with a poodle named Let- 
tice. Brought yp as she was iii a castle, and used to 
the protocol of the court, she found herself at- 
tracted despite herself to Manfred s rough exterior 
and rude forest ways, and listened to his stories, 
not all of which were true, with shining eyes and 
an expression of interest and respect. 

“I went through the wagon,” he said to her, “and 
underneath it and <out the other side; and ma- 
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nouvered the boar; and I felt fine. T),ie d)oar 
charged, and my friend put one hoof into his ribs. 
It was elean, and beautiful.” “i wi.sh I had been 
there,” a.iid I.ettiee. 

“What I like,” said Manfred, “is that moment of 
truth, when it’s either you or the l)oar.” “You sound 
like Sir Anyst,” said Lettice. “Only in a small way, 
I’m afraid,” said Manfred, “but it is a great compli- 
ment. 

“Do yon enjoy this life?” he a.sked later, watch- 
ing Lettice crack a bone in her teeth. “To me, it has 
such a quality of over-stuflFr'd comfort.” “What else 
is there in the* world but comfort?” asked Lettice. 
“Why,” cried Manfied, “there is hunting and fight- 
ing, and the wet woods in the morning, and the 
cweet-smelling nieadow.s at noon, with rabbits 
popping up all over like toadstools.” 

“I go out to the meadows sometimes,” said Let- 
tice, “with my master and mistress; but they are 
usually hawking, and I am not allowed to chase 
Hnything. I wish I had wings, jind could stoop at a 
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rabbit/ , “If you had wings,” said Manfred, "you 
would be an angel.” 

“There are no poodles in heaven,” said Lettice 
sadly, to which Manfred replied boldly: “hwill put 
some there.” 

“But do you really like me?'’ she asked after a 
while. “It is so easy to be mistaken. 1 suppose I 
have not learned the really important things. I G,au 
walk on rny hind legs, and jump through a hoop, 
and roll over, but I would starve in the woods, all 
by myself.” “1 wouldn’t worry if I were you,” said 
Manfred; “you will nev'cr be all by yorrrself.” 
“How chamring of you to say that,’ ‘declared Let- 
tice, “But one grows older and one meets so few 
really sympathetic souls — ^whoni one could call a 
friend. . . .” 

At the same time, she came close to him, and 
sh)ly touched Iris ear with her cold, delicious 
nose. “1 like you. Manfred,” .she declared. “I think 
we could be friends. . . .” 

“I have never been so happy,” said Manfred. 
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“Have you really slain a gryphon?” askedl* Let- 
tice, opening her eyes very wide, and at the same 
time giving him a tender look. ‘'Several,” said Man- 
fred. “I .never knew a real hero before,” said Let- 
tice; “it makes me feel very small and humble.” “It 
is nothing,” said Manfred. “Think nothing of it.” 

That night Manfred said to his friends Ponderer 
and Simpkins: 

“I am thinking seriously of giving up this life of 
wandering, and ostalilishing mj’self at court.” 

“As what?” asked Ponderer. “Something under a 
wagon?” “That is not very kind,” said Manfred. 
And Simpkin^ also indicated surprise at his friend’s 
remark. 

“After all,” he declared, “I can see where some- 

fcOne rnight find life at court more sympathetic than 

% 

in the field, though T myself am eager for fresh 
battles and adventures.” “Well, well,” said Pon- 
derer; “one victory, and he is off to the wars.” 

“It is not,” said Manfred stoutly, “merely a mat- 
ter of comfort; because I find Jthat I am interested 
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in culture and refinement.” “You could scarcely" 
have found this out by yourself,” said Ponderer^ 
“I wouldn’t be at all surprised if some female were 
not mixed up in it.” "Well,” said Manffed mod- 
estly, “you know how it is.” “Only by hearsay,” re- 
plied the horse. 

Manfred joyously told his friends about Lcttice. 
“She has been gently reared,” he explained, “Jjut 
she enjoys coursing and would like to stoop at a 
pigeon. We have a great deal to offer each other.” 
“That is as it may be,” said Ponderer, “but you 
mwst admit that you are offering her little more 
than the chance to catch cooklebur? in her coat. As 
for you, 1 can see you 1} ing under the table, with 
greasy paws, and fat as an innkeeper; but how long 
do you think it would last? She is attracted to thp 
bohemian in you, mv friend — to tlie wanderer and 
hunter.” “Do you alwavs base to have me under- 
neath something?” asked Manfred. 

“Leave the poor fellow alone,’ said Simpkins 
gently; “he is a sad dog, or will be.” “I don’t know 
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what makes you think so ” said Manfred; and»went 
ofiF to find Lettice in the kitchen. 

Bui Simpkins was right; for when it came tiine 
for our ^travelers to leave Devizes, Manfred was 
given his demission, and told, in a sweet way, but 
firmly, to go along with them. "It’s been fun,” said 
Lettice, “but all good things must end; and so must 
this You arc very attractive, and in many ways I 
wish it could go on. But we cannot escape our na- 
tures, and must face the facts, which aie that our 
nature's are not at all alike. We come from different 
backgrounds, and have not had the same oppotlu- 
riities; and the*tiuth is, our tastes are not leally the 
same. 1 has e a softness for music- and poetry; and 
at bottom you aie a fighter.” “Good heavens,” ex- 
clairnc\l Manfred, ‘what gave )ou such an idea?” 
“Did you not maneuver the boar?” replied Lettice. 
“And scvcial gryphon?” 

“Well then,” said Manfred sadly, “goodbse, but 
I .shall remember you all my life.” “Yes, do,” said 
Lettice sweetly, “and I will do, the same for )0u.” 
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Oil? travelers now set out upon the road once 
more, witli gifts fioin King Anselm: a smoked ham, 

t 

a cliceso, two livr ducks, silk handkerchiefs for the 
ladies, and an amulet for Sir Henry, carved from 
the horn of a unieoin, and sealed together in their 
coach, the ladies reviewed the* events of the past 
week. “Il is too bad that no one asked me for my 
opinion of love,” said Alisane, “because I would 
have told lh<>m.” “Told them what?” asked Sir 
Henry comfortably. “That it is a state,” said .\li- 
^anc simply, “to which a woman gives herself 
whdlly, and receiv'cs in return a baby and some in- 
struction in cooking.” 

“My dear,”^.said Sir Henry, very much moved, 
“f did not know.” “Well, you know now,” said Ali- 
sane, “<uid I think v(iu had better find us a drv roo£ 
somewhere, before the winter storms set in.” ‘T 
shall K)ok for one at once,” said Sir Henry. 

And he add('d, a little doubtfully: 

“Should we not be married, then?” 

“That is a kind offer,” s.iid Alisane. "But it does 
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not come from your heart.” “Well,” said Sir H/tnry, 
“it may not, but it comes from somewhere very 
close.” But Alisane only smiled sadly, and shook 
her head. “It is not near close enough,” she said, 
“as I did discover at Devizes.” 

Trotting along a Lttle in advance of the coach, 
Manfred remarked to his friends. Ponderer and 
Simpkins: 

“I can tell you what love is. It is a hole inside the 
heart, into which has been emptied all the sadness 
of life. And this is something you carry around 
with you, day in and day out; and wake up withiin 
the morning, atid take to bed with you at night.” 
To which Ponderer replied: “It is much better to 

I 

have something to be sad about than never to have 
had anything at all.” 

Shortly after this Manfred surprised a small stoat 
in a thicket, and by boldness and good fortune 
caught the httle animal by the neck. The dying 
stoat turned a look of great sadness and reproach 
on the hound, who held him, in his jaws, and 
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lookod <|own his nose at him. “Why do yau kill me,"* 
he asked, “when I have not done anything to you?"# 
to which Manfred rephed; 

“It is a harsh world, my friend.” 

“Well,” said the stoat before he expired, “I do 
not see that you are doing anything to make it less 
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XV 


in which Sir Henry is met with silence 


Sir heni\y tumod west from Devizes, and south, 
and h('ad(‘d toward Tiiita"el. lie fell lus responsi- 
bilities; and looked everj'whcre for a small castle 
or kee}), not loo strongly defended, which he could 
win for himself and family, either by force of arms 
,or in* exchange for his coach; but nothing ap- 
peared available. He passed several fine .seignior- 
ies, whose owiu'is, standing comfortably upon their 
battlements, either di.sdained to reply to his chal- 
lenge, or angrily told him to move on. “This is a 
shocking state of affairs,” said Sir Henry; “1 am 
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discouraged at the housing silualion in this part of 
the country.” “Perhaps we should seek a waim spot 
on the Cornish coast,” said Meghan, “and winter 
in our wagon.” “Thai might b(' all light f/n vou,” 
said Alisanc. “But I shall need mori' nniin ” 

One clay, a little nioic than a/oi In.ght aher leav- 
ing the court of king Ansehn, Su Tlemy found 
hinisf'If, at sundown, appinaehitig .« l.iii'e and solid 
famihoosc. No smoke lose fioni tlie l\oIe in the 
roof which served as ('Ininnes , an<l no odor of 
cooking was in the air, hut to one side of tlie road 
.stogd a laige and inenat mg figme dressed in rusty 
aiinor, and vcith his \isor chwii. Uithitching Pon- 
derer fioin the wagon S'*" Ihuirs (hnihed upon his 
chaigcr, and appioaclied tins giiaulian, wlio stood 
between him and the westering sun, and halted a 
short distance uwav. ' I lake it.” he said, “tliat you 
are waiden of this keep, or seignioiy, or possibly 
faun, and might be walling to dispute its owneiship 
with me.” 
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As the figure made no reply to tliis statemes>t, ap> 
parently disdaining either to affirm it or deny it. 
Sir Henry continued: 

“I must find quarters for my ladies, and in par- 
ticular for die Lad}’ Alisanc, and I will do combat 
witli you if you wish, or perhaps you would like to 
travel and see the world in a tiuly novel and com- 
fortable way, in which case 1 will exchange your 
keep for my coach, in which you will find every 
modem convenience.” 

However, the guardian said nothing, but contin- 
ued to turn on Sir Henry his unwavering reggitd. 
Sir llenr)’ si 2 ;hvd, and backed Ponderer a little fur- 
ther awav. *'! do not understand men's manners 
hereabouts,” he saitl; “one would almost think that 
owners hip of real estate was restricted in this vi- 
cinifv.” 

He continued: 

“My name is Henry of Brentwood; and I charge 
you, whoes’er you are, to defend yourself and your 
house, agreeing that if you overthrow me in fair 
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comlaat^ou will come into my property, consisting 
of two horses, a coach, two damsels, one suit of 
aimor, a hot-waler-bottlc, and a feather bed in 
need of repair. 

“Will you defend?” 

The breeze of evening stirred in the trees; and 
against the light it seemed to Sir Heniy that the 
strange knight nodded his head ever so .slighily. 
“Very well,” said Sir Henry; “will you mount? or 
shall we fight upon the ground?” 

Receiving no an<>vser, Sir Henrv hmnd himself 
grojving irritatt'd. “What !■> holding you up?” 
asked Meghan. “This tiirseJ lellow* won’t talk to 
me,” replied Sir Henry. “He won’t agree upon the 
rules.” “Then make them up as you go along," said 
Meghan. 

“Very well,” said Sir Henry. And addressing 
both damsels in a grave voice, he bade them fare- 
well. "My dears,” he said, “it is quite possible that 
I may fall, a victim of this dour hou-seholder and to 
my desire to provide you both with a home. Re- 
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member me;' and teach our children to be ps’oper 
men and women, depending upon their sex.” "I 
did not expect to have so mSiiy,” said Alisane. 

Sir Hpnry then laid lance in rest, and clapping 
his single spur to Ponderer’s side, and with the 
cry “EsperansI” bore down upon the helmeted hg- 
ure, who awaited his charge with imperturbable 
calm. 

It was not surprising for Sir Henry to miss his 
first course altogether; and so he did on this occa- 
sion also, galloping past his adversary, who did 

) 

not even bother to duck. Sir Henry pulled Pon- 
derer up, and' wheeled and cantered back again, 
only to find the knight’s back turned contemptu- 
ously toward him. 

Sir ‘Henry halted his charger and strove for a 

« 

good two minutes to rna'-ter his irritation. He 
thought of the rules of chivalry, he tried to remem- 
ber his vows as a knight, and he counted to ten; 
but it was all in vain. “Very well,” he said at last; 
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“if ycfSi yill not turn around, you will not; and 
since you have no manners, I shall run you down 
from the rear as well as from the front, and with 
equal satisfaction.” 

So saying, he clapped spur once more to 
Ponderer, who sprang nimbly* forward; and Sir 
Henry’s lance, truly aimed for once, rang squarely 
upon the householder’s back pauldron, lifting him 
into the air, and toppling him over, at which his 
armor came apart, and strewed the field with his 
insides, which turned out to be merelv bundles of 
straw. “Good heavens,” exclaimed Meghan, “we 
have conquered a scarecrow set to frigliten aw.iy 
the birds.” “I am glad he did not beat Sir Henry, 
then,” said Alisane, “for it would have made me 
sneeze horribly.” 

Sir Henry did not allow his ladies’ laughter to 
embarrass liim for very long, but went off in search 
of the owner of the farmhouse. Presently he came 
back again, with a long face. “There is no one 
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here,” he said. “The place is deserted.” ,“Afl the 
better,” said Alisane; “then we won’t have to fight 
for it.” 

This did not satisfy Sir Henry at all. “Possession 
by might,” he declared, “which is to say by force of 
arms, or force majcur, is clearly defined, and rela- 
tively simple; the old owner is dispossessed by the 
new owner, and there you are. But possession 
hv law IS something else again, and brings you into, 
contact with the legal mind, than which nothing is 
more appalling. There is the matter of claim, stake, 
right, and title, easement, right of common, right of 
user, fief, fee, tee tail, and fee simple, estate in fee. 
estate tail or in tail, estate in tail mail; alodium, 
free-hold, copyhold, leasehold, remainder, and es- 
tate in eKpectancy; to say nothing of escrow, which 
is a way of keeping everybody on tenterhooks.” “I 
am going to look at the kitchen,” said Alisane, “and 
see if there is lOom in it for my pots and pans,” 

The farmhouse proved to be commodious, and 
reasonably dry; and Alisane and Meghan cheer* 
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fuUy-^e^ about moving in, without worrying about 
who owned it. Sir Henry sought out the stables, 
aftd bedded down his horses, and found a shed in 
which to store the coach out of the wesjher. He 
found some salad greens growing in a small patch 
near the midden; also some i roses, and several 
clumps of herbs, which he knew would please the 
Lady Alisane. An archery butt behind the house 
suggested that the owner had practiced upon the 
long bow, which worried Sir Henry for a while; 
but coming upon a modest graveyard, with several 

f 

fresjdy cut inscriptions, he decided tliat the owner 
and his family must have perished* either in the 
wars or of the plague, and bad been buried, and 
would not be likely to bother him. 

The bouse, of wood and stone was of solid con; 
struction, and Sir Henry thought that it needed 
only a moat dug aiound it and a small tower, to 
serve as a modest keep. There was rooiii near the 
stables for a tiltyaid of .sorts; and a supply of fire- 
wood had been pilejl near the chimney. “It is cer- 
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tainly not Joyeuse Garde,” said Sir Henry, even 
Alvot's castle in the Wastes of Ende; but it will 
do for a while until I can fii d something hettci.” 
At the same time, he rcmemhered that Arthur him- 
self had staited modestly, “although he was,” he 
admitted, “younger to begin with ” 

TTiat night, as they sat in front of the bright fire 
in the kitchen, with its dark wood reflecting the 
rosy flames, dipping their bread into the bow-ls of 
rich broth which Alisane had prepared from the 
boar’s thighbone, a cabbage, some dried peas, sor- 
rel, and sage, they all agreed that they had npver 
been more comfortable, not even at Devi/es. 

“I can tell you,” said Sir Henry, “when my 
spear caught that fellow on the pauldron and lifted 
Jiim ftifo the air, it was quite a shock to me Now, 
as I think back on it, I am soiry he turned out to be 
a ha\ stack and not a man of flesh and blood, be- 
cause I do not often run such a true course or 
handle my spear so expcitly. Rut when one needs 
it. one doesn’t have it.” 
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"W'sH^ said Alisane, “I am glad it turned out the 
way it did, for I should have hated to have had ) ou 
o<^erconie by a scarecrow ” “Many men have been 
frightened by scaiccrows,” said Nfeghaji, “.md 
Some have died of it.” “He didn’t frighten me,” 
said Sir Henry; “I pitchforked him unallv 

“Tomorrow,” he added, “I shall look about a bit; 
for I have an idea that we shall find some catJtle 
and sheep in the meadows belonging to the faim, 
and possiblv some chickens that may have vvan- 
deied awa\ ” “Oh.” said Alisane, “it would bo la- 
11104s to have our own milk and theese eggs, 
butter, and pa,stie.s, to say nothinjf of wool for 
carding.” 

“For mysell^” said Meghan, “I intend to saddle 
Simpkins, and ride out into the iorest, to set^ who. 
our neighbors aie.” “Do \ou think we have neigh- 
bors?” asked Sii Henrv. “I should be surpiist>d if 
we had none,” said Meghan. “Well ' said Sir 
H(‘nry doubtfully, “just so long as tlicv are agreea- 
ble.” 
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“If I do libt come back in two days’ time/’ said 
Meghan, “it will be because they are ogres. Or 
else,’ she added airily, “tl.ey will have proved 
agreeable lieyond anything ’’ “Perhaps I had b('tter 
go with you,” .said Sir Henry, “for protection.” 
“Yon had better stay light wheio \ou are,” said 
Alisane, “because if anyone is going to be pro- 
teeted. it is me.” “Yet Meghan is liding out alone 
into the forest,” said Sir H<‘ni\. “Do not worry,” 
said Alisane, “it is for her spirit’s sake.” 
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toherein Sir Henry buUds his house 


The days passed; and the weeks passed; and Sir 
Henry busied himself with his estate. It took a 
goocf deal of work, to turn the farm into a castle, 
even a small one; and although Meghan helped as 
much as she c<^ld. Sir Hcury had to do most of it 
himself. He dug the moat, while Meghan kept the 
ground moist for him; he hitched a scoot, or d)j^g,< 
to the horses, and brought stones in from the fields 
to build his tower; and set Uiem one on top of an- 
other while Meghan held the plurabline, and kept 
the plaster wet. Together, on Ponderer and Simp- 
kins, they rounded tip a dozen cows, and a few 
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sheep, and penned them for the winter; Sir Henry 
took his two-handed sword out into the pasture and 
cut hay with it, whic'h Megh,-n bound with flax, (or 
storing.. 

The summer waned, and autumn set in; and Ali- 
sane put up pieserves and jellu's. The nights grew 
cold; the rains eamo sighing neuiss the meadows, 
and the fallen leaves, sodden with the drenching, 
gathered in ragged heaps tm the ground. There 
wa.s the good smell of wood (iies and leaf sin(>ke in 
the ail, of grapes, and cider from Sir Henry’s ap- 
ple-press; and mornings, as the mists rose, tlte 
cattle stood with foggy bieath and frosty flanks in 
the early light. 

In the house all was condortable and well ar- 
, ranged, except for Meghan’s room, which was usu- 
ally in a state of cheerful disorder. But strangely 
enough, Alisaiie didn’t seem to mind, or perhaps 
even to notice it. for Alisauc was unusually gentle 
these days, and quietly busy with her household 
tasks, and content; she even sang a little to herself. 


[ 158 ] 



Sir Henty BuUds His House 

some jtrAgs of her childhood, and swept and pol- 
ished and cooked, and fed the hens and milked the 

■ 

cows and carried water without complaint. Sir 
Henry helped her often, when he could;* hut she 
didn’t ask him to, or seem to mind when he was 
busy elsewhere “Its my own' home, Harry,” she 
said, “and I love it. I’m getliug it ready for Abi- 
gail.” ‘'Ahigail?” said Sir Henry; “1 had hop'^d it 
might be Gareth.” “Abigail,” said Alisane. 

She did, however, take Sir Henr\'’s hot-water- 
bottle, and his feather bed, both of which he was 
glad to lend her foi the winter, pii ferrmg himself 
to sleep before the fire, wrapped in hi^ cloak 
In their stajls, the iiorses were becoming fat; 
and Manfred was growing lez) 'Tlie days and 
nights grew colder, there was rime on the mead* 
OW.S, and ice at nioniing in the ponds; and light 
snows fell. It was comfortable for *he old hound 
indoors, before the fire — though somewhat smoky; 
there was little pleasure to be found sniffing in the 
frosty thickets, or running up and down over the 
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hard ground from which the host smells li-^d disap- 
peared. He thought of Lettice; already she seemed 
far away, a distant memory, part of a dream. 

As the winter wore on, neighbors came to call 
at the farm, they brought gifts, suckling pigs, 
haunches of venison, small barrels of ale. Sir 
Henry cnteitained them with tales of adventure, 
out of his past, while Meghan sang ballads, accom- 
pan}'ing Iierself on the lute. Alisane, in her gentle 
way, made ever) one feel at home, and spent long 
hours in the kitchen, baking cakes and tarts for tlip 
compan); tlnie were sejuare dances, rofinds, 
oatclies, and games of foifeit, from which Ah.sane 

excused herself because of Ikt condition. And 

# 

when tlic c'old w'inler moon rose oxer the snowy 
^fields, Meghan before the fire in the firelight told 
the story of Arthur and Merlin, while tin* company 
roasted chestnuts in the flames, and drank mulled 
wine. 

Among the gifts brought to Sir Henry that winter 
was a hooded tercel, or male goshawk, complete 
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with gVsie, leash, hood, and jesses; and Sir Henry 
had flown him first on creance, and later free from 
the fist, and had found him in yarak, which is to say 
good order, and not inclined to hate. The.falcon’s 
perch being set near where Manfred liked to lie, 
the two became friends, were* couiteons to each 
other, exchanged opinions from time to lime, and 
discussed the weather. 

"‘Winter is a time of death,” said the tercel. 
“There are few small birds or animals about; the 
§elds are empty, everything sleeps. Yet for a hawk 
it hJs its advantages, liecansc against that snowy 
silence the slightest sound or movement is in- 
stantly noticed, and wl m the thickets are bare it 
is much easier to stoop at vliatcvcr is under them. 
Therefore I enjoy this enijity ser >on; you might ^a)i 
I benefit from the depression.” “So do I,” said Man- 
fred lazily, “because T do not have to go outdoors at 
all.” “Not at all?” asked the falcon. “Only in the 
morning,” said Manfred, “and again at night.” 

“We are diffcrent*that way,” said the hawk. 
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He continued: “I love to walk upon if’-? wind, 

to slide down the currents of the sky, to mount in 

< 

spirals, leaning on the air. Bu* it has always vexed 
me not to he able to walk on the earth also. Even a 
mouse can walk better than I. A duck can swim; 
so could my ancestors. All I can do is fly.” “It i.s an 
age of specialists,” said Manfred. 

“And for that re:isou,” he went on, “I prefer to 
rest here, among my incmoiies. 1 too have been a 
specialist in m\ field, both in loving and fighting. 
I fought the boar, I killed the stoat, and at couil 1, 
excelled in even more gallant affitiis. When I re- 
member those niomcnts in mv hfe, I am happy.” 
“You probabls add a little to them here and there 
as you go along,” said the hassk. “Why not?” asked 
Mqnlred. “If one sets out to make one.sclf happy, 
there is no use being stingy about it.” 

“Mine is a lonely life,” said the hawk, “luid my 
relations with other living creatures are usually of 
short duration, and over very sotm. Nobody likes 
me, but everybody knows thatd am there; and this 
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means’^ great deal to me.” “You could always learn 
to sing,” said Manfred, “and get the same results.” 

Toward the end of Febiuaiy, a great stag was 
seen in the forest, and news of a meeting being 
1)1 ought to the liouse Sir Flenrv saddled Ponderer, 
called his hound, and taking the tercel on his fist, 
set off to join the hunt But he had not gone a mile 
in tlie woods beloit \ie!>})an eanie galloping gfter 
him on Simpkins ‘ Wait tot nie,” she cried, “for it 
will bi‘ a famous go and 1 do not want to miss any 
of it ” “Well thr*n, cDnic along,” said Sir Henry re- 
signedly “but be suie not to turn out at the fences.” 

» 

“What a filthy idea,” saul Meghan “I never re- 
fused a fence,in nn life ” 

The gentry met at Chuinley Fann, some half- 
dozen knights, and as many snuires and fdim^rss 
armed witli trossbows, spears, and short hunting 
swords. Meghan was the only lady present, but sat 
her horse with such an easy air that e' eryone ad- 
mired her. The dogs, including Manfred, were 
gathered, and therf loosed, and the hunt moved 
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slowly through the forest, following the bounds 

who ran about, treeing chipmunks, startling mice, 

« 

and chasing rabbits. “I wish we might get out of 
the trees,” said Meghan, ‘ for I should like a good 
gallop, with the wind in my face.” “The w'ind is 
still a little cold,” said Sir Henry, “for that sort of 
thing.” 

At Braxton Water the hounds picked up the 
stag’s scent, and tlien away they went in good ear- 
nest, the hunters following in order of precedence, 
the knights first, and the yeomen after. Meghan 

was allowed to lead the way, out of deferende to 

* 

her sex, while a huntsman with his horn brought up 
the rear. It was in fact a cheerful sight, the bright 

pennants flying, the knights in their blue and crim- 

« 

soij cloaks, with breastplates, greaves, and mori- 
ons all shining in the sun, the yeomen in their buff 
and yellow jerkins, and all the sweet colors sharp 
and bright against the snowy groimd. 

The stag broke from the woods at Mooreton 
Meadow, and the hunt follo>»'ed after, streaming 
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out acro|s the rolling fields, with Meghan still 
ahead and taking her fences lightly as thistledown. 
The huntsman blew his horn; and Sir Henry, en- 
cumbered with his spear in one hand, and his 
hawk on the other, rose with Ponderer to a low 
stone wall, and came down ^ alone, without his 
horse and without his hawk, in a clatter of armor; 
and lay there, flat on his back with the wind 
knocked out of liim. The hunt, wath Mf'ghan sail- 
ing on ahead, the horn playing bra\cly and Man- 
fred panting along in the rear, went on u[) a rise 
aniover a hill and into the woods again; and the 
.stag, doubling back, came charging down across 
the meadow, and headed for the low stone wall. 

The stag saw the outstretched figure of Sir 
Henry all too late. He was alreaily gathered fbr the 
jump, and going fast, he tried to check his leap, to 
swerve in mid-air — even, for one desperate mo- 
ment, to go backwards, but instead, caught his left 
hind leg in a stone, toppled, cra;1 rd within a yard 
of Sir Henry, and his neck. 
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“What I 'always say,” said Alisane that, night, 
when Sir Henry came homo with the antlers, the 
tail, and most of the veni'on, “is you’re either 
lucky, or you’re not.” 

Three weeks later, with only Meghan to help 
hei, the I-ad) Alisane was delivered of a hounc ng 
girl And as Meghan held her gently in hei arms 
after her labor, Alisane sinih'd up at hex weakl) “I 
have Cdlled you many names,” she said, “and not 
all of them friendly Bui in the end, it was jou who 
held me, and went with me as far as you could, 

t 

through the dark vallin What shall I call \ou pow, 
sister and liteiid'^” 

Meghaii }<ent down to ki>-» Alisane’s wet, cold 
cheek “C,.dl me Aunt Median,” she* said. 
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xvn 


concerning Sir Henry's last quest 


Spuin(, raim‘ })ark U) Oie meadows, l)ie pussv-wil- 
Jows showed their httU moust-hke Imds, v'lolets 
we/e found in the woods The fries jmiI out their 
haze of leaves, mists I.i\ in the hnlto’.vs .it night 
and the peepers sang « the glass Evi’miig was a 
long time, the rose died slowlv in the west, theie 
was gentleness m the an. .and lunging m the*hear|. 

And Meghan .and Sir Hears walked m the gar- 
den, beside the moat, where as set there W'ere no 
swans, though a family of ducks paddled among 
the weeds in the shallow w'alei, ‘ F.ver) day now," 
Sir Henry said, “ntfw birds come to nest and sing 
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in my trees! And I have been tliinking gfjthe old 
stories of knights and heroes, and of the lands be- 
yond the western sea.” “It is questing weather, 
for sure,” said Meghan. “I know,” said Sir Henry. 
“I thought you would think so.” 

He fell silent foi; a moment; and sighed. “I am 
not thinking of a very long (jtiest,” he said; “only a 
veiy small one; and then home again. Just to see 
what lies over the hill.” ' 1 know,” said Meghan. “I 
knew that yon would understand,” said Sir Henry; 
"dear Meghan.” 

“I doubt if AlLsaue will like it,” he added doubt- 
fulh. 

“She may not care,” .said .Meghan, “being .so 
taken up with Abigail.” 

Sir Henry nodded his head thoughtfully. “Thai’s 
true,” he .said; “1 had forgotten. A dailing child, 
and a true Brentwood. I shall be glad not to hear 
her for a while in the early morning. Still, I should 
hate to hurtiilisanc’s feelings. . . . She might re- 
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sent my Ifuviiig her, jiist at this time.^ “I scarcely 
think so,” said Meghan. 

But Sir Henry was not convinced. '“She would 
miss me, I think,” he said; and sounded a little oh- 
.'.(inule about it. "Of course,” said Meghan; "of 
course .'>he would. We all will.”. 

Sir Henry stopix'd walking, and stared at her. 
“What do you mean?” he asked. “Wlial is that — ^“we 
all will’?” “Why,” said Meghan, ‘1 mean that go 
you must, as I wf'll know, lor son were boni to er- 
rantry. and the spring is in you. And so we’ll all 
iiiisrfyou, all three of us.” “You mean to say vou are 
not going with me?’ ciied Sii HenVy. “Not this 
time, my dear.” said Meghan. 

Sir Henrv was thundci struck. “But it was always 
you,” he said, “who .spoke the oravest.” "PcYhaps 
I did,” said Meghan, “but it was you who did the 
deeds.” “I did .some for your sake,” .said Sir Henrv, 
“and some for Alisane’s; but it seems to me that I 
was always unhorsed.” 
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Meghan’s*eyes were gentle when she jig^iwered 
him. “You did your best,” she said; “and so you al- 
ways will, and what more can anyone? But* a 
^ • 

woman’s happiness is in her home; and Alisane has 
such happiness that it spills over a little, onto me/' 
"'And the Cirail?” asjced Sir Henry, ‘'which was the 
utmost quest?” “1 am no long(‘r in such a tret to 
find it/’ she replied, “since I have held in my hand 
the little sdvei cup from which Abigail spoons 
her pci ridge ” 

She continued. "W’fierevcr vou go, you know^ 
that rnv thoughts will follow \ou. Yon art^ ni\ ch'ar 
kniglit. and rd\ tlioughts will Ite \oiir attendants, 
youi pag( and sour '‘tjuirr Mv proud thoughts, 

f 

and my gf iit](‘st; inv liopcs .uid iiiv ilreams. If 1 

had a’nbitions, lienu, they weie for you not for 

• ♦ 

me. It is v(Hir fame s\hieh aheds its sweetness upon 
me, and fills in(‘ with a feeling of delight.” 

“Then was jt just for me,’ asked Sir Henry, “or 
for iny sale, tliat )ou sought for glory?” “For 
whom else?” replied Mcgh.in simply. “I thought to 
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help ywuito it.” "I see,” said Sir Heniy. And he * 
added quietly: “I’m afraid I shall find it veiy' * 
lonely” 

Sir Henry made hi^ preparations slowl\ , for al- 
though he was determined to go off on a cjuest of 
some kind, even a small one, a weekend or over- 
night, a good deal ot the pleaMue 'eenitd In luve 
gone out of it. And Ahsane did n >f ludji veiv 
much, hv acting about .is hiegli.ot had ivpected, 
and not appeannt; to care one wav ei the other 
Alisane’s figure had filh'J out, her expiisaon h.id 
gentled and she hummed to herself as du' bent 
ov'cr Abigail in her > nh, m bubblotl hoi on her 
shoulder. Tliere was a fra'ujudlity about Alisane 
that Sii Ileiiiy found vciy in dating 

He made a point of sharpoiung his woapOits and 
shining his ainioi in fiont of the file at night, and 
talking loudly ti; ManlieJ as ht did so “Well, 
old boy,” he would fvclaini, “wi ll be ^‘1 '■oon, to 
new adventures, to liesh ihagoi and interesting 
sorcerers. And who knows what well come up 
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with? Just t6 be out in the sweet woods» again in 
the early morning; and to fall asleep when the 
sickle moon is in the treeto^is, imder the starry 
sky.” “The night air is not good for children,” 
said Alisane. 

“There is a bad |iole in my doublet,” said Sir 
Henry; and glanced hopefully at Alisane out of 
the corner of his eye. But Ali.sane and Meghan had 
their heads bent together, measuring out squares 
of linen for Abigail. “I will make her a little jacket 
of labbits’ fur,” said Alisane, “for the winter.” “I 
would rather find some ennine for you,” said Me- 
ghan; “it is ridhcr than rabbit.” 

“Nevci mind, Manfred,” said Sir Henry; “we 

f 

will gel a new doublet as a prize somewhere.” 

Ma'nfred wagged his tail doubtfully, and gazed 
up at his mastei with a ceitam uneasuiess. He 
didn’t know what Sir Henry was saying; but the 
sight of all those preparations aroused his gravest 
fears. The spring was not in him, except in somno- 
lence; the last thing in the wodd he wanted to do 
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was tQ If ave his comfort, and go in search of cock* 
atrices. 

* “Of course,” said Sir Henry mournfully, “we may 
never come home again; and our bones may lol 
and bleach among the stones of some unknown 
meadow.” “For tlie summer, rash, or itch,” said 
Meghan to Ahsd*ie, “there is a marvelous powder 
made of chalk ground very fine; the countiy herea- 
bouts is full of it.” “I know,” said Alisanc. “It is 
also very good when mixed with lavender.” 

“I have not even got a tercel,” said Sir Henry. 

As the days went b) , his prepaiations proceeded 
more and more slowly. There was so much to do- 
or so it seemed; pots “ind pans to be brought to- 
gether for the journey, food to be provided, ale to 
be sought, his feather bed to be aired and w^ll 
shaken out, his stone hot- water-bottle to have a 
new cover, his sword to be shaipened. Then Pon- 
derer must be shod, and his harness ’leated with 
vegetable fat and lye, his wintei s oat well brushed 
out, and his tail fri«ed of bits of straw, cockleburs. 
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Qnd mud. Thfr pennon on his lance neede4 a.stitch 
• or two. and his underwear Licked several buttons. 
And all these things, whicl in the past ha*d 
scarcely held him up for so much as a day, now 
dragged themselves out for weeks. 

But the time came when tlieie was nothing left 
to do and it was no longer possible lor Sir Heniy to 
delay Ins departure, without gumg it up alto- 
gether \iid witli I onnoiislv lie.W) heait, he went 
to sa\ gf'odlni for ‘lie list time to Simpkins and 
to his garden, and to the dusks in tlie moat. 

‘■(’»oodbve," he said “I am lomniitted to my des- 
tiny, which is\o be a heio; but 1 do not look foi- 
ward to it If an)onr were to ask me, I would 
rather stay home.” 

And he went to find ^lisane, who was busy cook- 
ing a gruel foi Abigail "Are you quite sure you 
want me to go'-*” he asked. “Niiw let me see,” said 
Alisanc measurmg: "one spoonful of salt, one 
cup of milk, . . 
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"I dpn|t have to go ” said Sir Henrjf. “If I could* 
be of use here. . . 

*“My dear,” said Alisane, “you must do as you 
like. Yon have always gone questing in the spring; 
why should you give it up, if il plciise.s j'Ou? We’ll 
manage very well, Megliaii and 1. Don’t worry 
about us.” 

“I wasn’t really worrying,” said Sir llenr). "I 

It 

only meant . . 

“With all the world riding,” .said .Misane, “it 
would he a pitv lo stav behind. The gi.'uid meet- 
ingi ... 1 know j»isl how you feel 

“What I meant w<is . . .” s.iid S/r Henry. . . . 

“And alter all,” .said Alisane, “summm is an e.a.sy 
time in a place like th).s, and W(> ate well defended 
bv the moat; and Meghan is v* ly hanrlv With the 
bow. But I h.i\e foigotten something.” With this, 
she left him suddonlv and went into her own room, 
and returned in a minute with a p..;' of warm 
woolen socks, wdiich she held o : to him. “Here,” 
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•she said; “I knitted tliese for you, to wear in the 
•woods at night.” “Thank you, my dear,” said Sir 
Henry. “That was very ihoughtliil of you.” “Th<^y 
will keep you from catching a cold,” said ,\li.sanc. 

And she lunied back to her gruel again. “One 
cup of milk,” she said; “a tea spoonful of sweet- 
ening. . . . 

“And then there is Manfred, loo,” she said. “He 
will guard us, while \on are gone.” 

“I liad expected to lake Manfred with me,” said 
Sir Henry. “I doubt it he wouhl go,” .said Absane, 

“One t'up of nn!k, a teaspoonful of sweet- 
ening. . , .” 

"Well,” s.iid Sir Henry hea\ ilv, “if that’s the way 

.. . V 

it IS ... 

And’approar hing Alisane. he kissed her tenderly 
upon the brow, winch was all she offered him. 
“(loodbve,” he sairl, “dear w’lfe. I will think of sou 
vers oftr'T), and send sou news ol me whenever I 
can.” “Yes, do,” said Alisane. 
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“Tlvs js my last ijiirst ” said Sir ll^nry. “I shalt 
not go out again. Tliank you for the socks.” 

'Alisane put down her mcdsuring spoon, and 
turned to him. “Nf\ dciir,” she said, “vou h.ne .d- 
ways wanted it both wa\s — botli swei't and Svnir 
like a pudding. T can see that \ on are going to ft*el 
sorry for yourself, wliateser von do, but }oh will 
be better off moping in the woods In \ ourself than 
h(TC at home And 1 should rather have son home- 

J 

sick in .some far-ofl eonn-i of Lvonesse, than sick 
for Tintagel or Camelot here among the due ks and 
tho sheep. ’ 

She was silent for a moment tegaiding him 
gravcOy. “I shall miss vou ilmirs’,” she said, “for 
I've giov7i used to having vou about, and in many 
ways you’ve been a comfort to me. ^ou Innt* been 
a dear hu.sband, even tlioiigb never ughllv went; 
and if anything were to liappc n to ‘ on . . 

“Take care of yourself,” she said, .'id went to 
him and kissed him cpriekly, id tinned away. 
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“One teaspoonful of sweetening,” she saijl, a little 
unsteadily; “and two of water. . . 

But after a noinent she p it her measure dovcn. 
“Don’t just stand there,” she cried; “go away!” 

Sir Henry wiped a little drop of moisture from 
his eye, and went out to saddle Ponderer. Then he 
looked for Meghan, to say goodbye to her; but she 
was out. counting the new lambs among the sheep. 
“Manfred!” he called; “to heel!” But Manfred 
had seen how Ponderer was weighed down with 
all the funuture of a quest, the shield and helmet, 
the aw'oid and the speai, the feather bed. »the 
woolen undciwear; and he had gone off to hide 
behind a tree. 

So Sir Henry started out alone on his last jour- 
ney. iknil because his lu'arl w as heavy, and he felt 

i * 

lonely, he tried to think of all the fine things wait- 
ing for him at Tintagel or Camelot, the great 
throng of knights, the stories and tales sung and 
embroidered, the feasting and the jousts, the rich 
stalls in the market places, (he.pride and the glory 

[ 178 ] 



Sir Henryks Last Quest 


of his (^I^ng. And l)ccause he was going alone, he 
also ‘tried to call to mind ct'itaiii maidens he le- 
mAnlxTcd having seen at one tiiru' or imother, hut 

Ahsane’s sweet fac(‘ kept coiiung into his mind h,- 

» 

tead, aiul then Mcj»lian's rticrn lovik, atul then 
Alisane, and then Meghan a^iain And suddenly, 
to liis astonishiiirnt, he found hitnself thinking of 
Abigail, his daughter, and he loineinheied h'*r 
pietty wavs \\idi the porndge wheneser vhc did 
not throw it on the floor, and with a groan he ex* 
claimed : 

“What ha.s gone wtong witli na*? I was never 
this wav Ix'foie ” 

Now that he was out, and away fiom honn\ a 
great hoTnesiclcnes*» came over him for hi> comfort- 
ahle little castle wdt}» the nioa^ and the Um*er he 
had built lumself, and for Alisane, v ho had 
been so good to him. “If only 1 wore back, he 
thought, ‘Vatching her !u3S\ heisejf w'lth hes nee- 
dle, and listening to Meghan s st * ^es about distant 
lands and great de^s beyond the western sea.** 
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But then he remenibeied that Meghaij Rad not 
even been there to say goodbye to him, and that it 
had been a long while since Alisane had mcntled 
anytliing for him; and he felt suddenly fright- 

C 

ened, and very lonely. And reining m his horse, he 
thought tluit he would turn about, and go back 
home again. 

But he could not make up his mind; because he 

saw how absuj d he would huik. returning the v ery 

same day he' had started, and he could imagine 

how Alisane would be vexed, and Meghan dlsap- 

) 

pointed. And so he decided to stay out for, one 
night, and to 'go home in the morning, but he did 
not expect to enjoy it. 

Alas, poor Uenrv. 
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wherein he meets Himself 


He sat before his dying fire, listening to the night 
sounds in the forest around him. For onee they 
did not comfort him. He sat with his chin on his 
hancls, and his elbows on his knees, staring into 
the coals, and wondering at his own unease. “I 
am not ordinsuily so ar.rious,” he thought, "or, at 
least, not without good cause. I am not usually 
frightened of the dark, or of being alone; 
night there is something in the forest. And I am 
not as young as I was, and my swonl ann is rusty 
from laek of practice." 

The night was spring-damp and misty, and after 
a while it seemed to Sir Henry that he could make 
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out strange*shapes in the mist. And as ht stared at 
them, they seemed to come together into one 
Shape, dimly seen, but frigi Gening and horrid. *Sir 
Henry’s, knees knocked one upon the oilier, and he 
drew his shield up in front of him, “Who are )'ou?’' 
he cried into the darkness. 

A voice rolled back at him. 

“I am vour enemy, Henry of Brentwood ” 

“You know my name,” said Sir Henry “but T do 
not know yours. Are you ogre, cockatrice, wizard, 
or knight?” 

“I am what 1 am,” said the voice. “And my rfame 
is known to you, Heniy. It is Himself.” 

“I will not do battle with \ou," .said Sir Hcniy. 

t 

“You carmot help it.” said the Shape. “I will turn 
back 'sooner,” said Sir Henry. “It will not save you,” 
said the Shape, “for in whate\er diicr'tion vnu go, 
you will find me going in thr other. Turn back to 
Alisane, and yon will find me with Meghan; or fly 
to Meghan, and I am with Alisane.” “I often wish 
tliere were but one of them,” eaid Sir Henry, “for 
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I am tiirrbin two like Alyot. I will go\)n to Cam- 
elot" 

‘*rhen you must do battle wiili me,” said the 
Shape, “for I bar your way in every direction/’ 

“It seems to me tliat I havT licard join xoiee 
somewhere before/’ said Sii Henry'. *It is the sound 
of vour own voice' that vou hear/' said the Shape. 
“Yes.’’ said Sir Henrv; ‘and 1 do not like it/' “I 
know,” Slid Himself. ')ou have alv\a\s pK'lerred 
distant sini^ing, and the sound oi pear*-.” 

“So you reineinbei that.” said Sii lleniy. “It was 
ai l>*vi7.es.” 

“It was/' agreed the Shape “And \uu weie quite 
eloquent. But vou wouuder’ \hsaue to tli( heait, 
who lov'cd )ou, and .vliiihan loo” “Oul diey 
truK ?” a.sked Sir Henrv wi-.lfulJv. ‘I was ieh*'lant 
to believe it, for 1 could nut think to well ot my- 
self/ “You iievei belu'sed what was under youi 
nose/’ said the Shape. 

Sir Henry sighed. “Must 1 reai’\» fight you? he 
asked. “I have a feekng that we could be friends. 
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“It is too late for that,” said Himself, “so draw your 
sword.” 

Sir Henry held his sword in his hand, and*his 
shield before him. But as the Shape advanced 
upon him he felt his heart turn to water in his 
breast. “I have little stomach for this,” he sairl. "It 
is a gniesome encounter.” 

It seemed to Sir Henry that the night had grown 
even darker; and in the darkness the Shape 
appeared now lu‘re and now there, loonu'd huge 
and menacing above him, or disappeared with- 
out a sound into the shadows. And each timi* the 
Sli.ipe came lit him, he brought with him the foul 
odor of fear; and each stroke of Sir Henry’s sword 
cut through the aii and the mist, and nothing else. 

But he himself counted the blows upon his armor, 

« • 

and those which c iit through the old and rusty mail, 
to wound him near his heart. “Where are sou?” he 
cried into the mist, trsing to pierce the darkness 
between himself and his enemy; "Stand stiU; 1 
cannot see you.” 
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“You have never seen me, Ilenr^,” said the • 
Shape “Yet I have never been far from you, in 
your own peqdexity of mind.’” ‘Am I to fit^ht a 
giant in the dark?” cried Sir Henry. “You shon'd 
never liave let me grow so great,” s.iid Himself. 

A moment later. Sir Henry,felt his lot’s swonl 
sheei through the battered stool of his helmet, and 
bite deeply into the bone of his head. Weak with 
pain, and half blinded, he fell back a pace, and 
sank to one knee, behind his shield. 

“Now 1 do regret that 1 was neser ssed to Ali- 
san?,” he said, ‘for it would be a sw< et thing to 
remvmber.” “You miglit have been,” .sSid tiu' Shape, 
“tor there was a cathedral m (’hiehesti'i \sheie 
you stopped.” “It hud a handsome window,' said 
Sir Henrv, “in three colors, an i the altar vfas lit 
with itiany tapers. And tliere was a chapel, lor .small 
occasions. I wish I had the nn'inniy ('f it in tins 
hour.” “It was t(^o close at hand,” said 'he Shape. 
“Tliat was tlie trouble.” 

Sir Henry lay stretched out on the earth, w ith a 
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mortal wound in his heart. And it seemed to him 
that Alisane was there, bending over him. “I am 
dying,” he whispered; “de*.’’ Alisane.” “You were 
not luejey this time, my dailing,” she said. “No one 
is lucky against himself,” said Sir Henry. 

And then it was Meghan’s face he saw above 
him, smihng at him gaily and tenderly. “Well now,” 
she said, “yon will see the Grail after all.” “Wh\, 
so 1 will ” said Sir Hems, “and I will think of Abi- 
gail’s bltle silver porruiger” 

He was siltml, drowning tor a while in pain, and 
tfie peispiration ran down his face “You it!Us\ for 
give me, ladies,” he said at last, “if I make thi‘ n*st 
of mv jouriiev without son Fur where 1 am going 
no one goi's save alone, and without weapons or 
a^ior of any kind 1 am not afraid, for T <iin com- 
forted that all things, both high and low, go upon 
that same )ourney . . king, commoner, unicorn, 
and ant. And you also, my dear loves, and in her 
time, iny daughter, who will rt member only my 
name, and will not recognize me in the hereafter. 
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And llif'r^must surel) be an hertaftei,*for if I did 
not ftiect with \ou again, I should wonder \ery 
muth wliat I had dom upim tlu> earth So there, 
>ou see, I am soil thinking ot yesttrdav and of to- 
orrow So hold na m Svi'ii ' mJs for a little 
while, whilst I lommi id nw sjaru to (.od, who 
will e\})cct it t > la p o a d h* lo’-i it leaohe^ Him, 
thfr.* was littlt f'l’ n u i ib fooli''hpfss 

Jle w i5 sd< lit and iv I ‘ t a a long tnnt Be 
fill 'he hoiH (»1 d iis (j lit la'de mi non remark 
It hai a ^■oi’n 1 d pt > o s ml 
n»« V f(«ii d hiOi ta re ' I day Is mg mdi r .i tree 
I h< n wt ’t IK w <1 ii b op n 11 s ho 1 V* ,.11 i h< was 
_ nriillv ir>nsi(j< j( <1 S, h , • fi,» ’ i f a j« i7 it of 
till ht lit If' w t hut ( d II \ i list in , toll in a 
sin ill tliapt I wl 1 h Mt ghin h r 11 hid huilt*from 
stonrsfioin thi Um > \l<gS ii s < r li« it\ Ins 
hot-wat<r hotll v i, • , i«.l \\>tli liiin i* Mnone’s 
request, his out s I t p»ii 
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